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INTRODUCTION. 


BEGGAR,    PLATER. 


Beggar. 

F  Poverty  be  a  Title  to  Poetry,  I  am  fure  no -body 
can  difpute  mine,  I  own  myfelf  of  the  Company 
of  Beggars  •,  and  I  make  one  at  their  Weekly  Fes- 
tivals at  St.  Giles's,  I  have  a  fmall  Yearly  Salary  for 
my  Catches,  and  am  welcome  to  a  Dinner  there  when* 
ever  I  pleafe,  which  is  more  than  moft  Poets  can  fay. 

Player.  As  we  live  by  the  Mufes,  it  is  but  Gratitude 
in  us  to  encourage  Poetical  Merit  wherever  we  find  it. 
The  Mufes,  contrary  to  all  other  Ladies,  pay  no  Dif- 
tin&ion  to  Drefs,  and  never  partially  miftake  the  Pert- 
neis  of  Embroidery  for  Wit,  nor  the  Modefty  of  Want 
for  Dulnefs.  Be  the  Author  who  he  will,  we  pufh. 
his  Play  as  far  as  it  will  go.  So  f  though  you  are  in 
Want,)  I  wifh  you  iuccefs  heartily. 

Beggar.  This  piece  I  own  was  originally  writ  for  the 
celebrating  the  Marriage  of  James  Chaunter  and  Moll 
Lay,  two  moft  excellent  Ballad-Singers.  I  have  intro- 
duced the  Similes  that  are  in  all  your  celebrated  Operas: 
The  Swallow,  the  Moth,  the  Bee,  the  Ship,  the  Flower-, 
Ike.  Befides,  I  have  a  Prifon-Scene,  which  the  Ladies 
always  reckon  charmingly  pathetic.  As  to  the  Parts,  I 
have  obferved  fuch  a  nice  Impartiality  to  our  two  Ladies, 
that  it  is  impoflible  for  either  of  them  to  take  Offence. 
I  hope  I  may  be  forgiven,  that  I  have  not  made  my 
Opera  throughout  unnatural,  like  thofe  in  vogue  -,  for  I 

have 
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have  no  Recitative  •,  excepting  this,  as  I  have  confented 
to  have  neither  Prologue  nor  Epilogue,  it  muft  be  al- 
lowed an  Opera  in  all  its  Forms.  The  Piece  indeed 
hath  been  heretofore  frequently  reprefented  by  ourfelves 
in  our  Great  Room  at  St.  Giles's,  fo  that  I  cannot  too 
often  acknowledge  your  Charity  in  bringing  it  now  on 
the  Stage. 

Player.  But  I  fee  it  is  time  for  us  to  withdraw  •,  the 
Actors  are  preparing  to  begin.  Play  away  the  Over- 
ture. [Exeunt. 
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A   C   T     I.       S   C.  E    N   E     I. 

SCENE,    Peachum'j  Hot/fe. 

Peachum  fitting  at  a  Table  with  a  large  Book  of  Accounts 
before  him. 


A  I  R  I.     An  old  Woman  clothed  in  Gray,  &c. 
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THR  OVGH  all  the  Employments  of  Life 
Each  Neighbour  abufes  his  Brother  ; 
JVhore  and  Rogue  they  call'  Hufiand  and  Wife  : 

All  Prof  efforts  be -rogue  one  another  : 
The  Priefi  calls  the  Lflwyer  a  Clieat, 

The  Lazvyer  be-knav:s  the  Divine  :. 

And  the  Statefman^  becaufe  hes  fo  great) 

Thinks  his  Trade  as  hcnefl  as  min-e- 

£2  A  Lawyer 
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A  Lawyer  is  an  ftorieft  Employment,  fo  is  mine.  Like  me  tod 
he  acls  in  a  double  Capacity,  both  againft  Rogues  and  for  'em  i 
For  'tis  but  fitting  that  we  fhould  protect  and  encourage  Cheats, 
fince  we  live  by  them. 
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SCENE        II. 

Peachum,  Filch. 

Pilch.  Sir,  Black  Moll  hath  feht  word  her  Trial  comes  on  in 
the  Afternoon,  and  fhe  hopes  you  will  order  Matters  fo  as  to 
bring  her  off. 

Peach.  Why,  flie  may  plead  her  Belly  at  worft  ;  to  my  Know- 
ledge (lie  hath  taken  care  of  that  Security.  But,  as  the  Wench 
is  very  a&iVe  and  indubious,  you  may  fail's fy  her  that  I'll  foft'en 
the  Evidence. 

Filch.  Tom  Gagg,  Sir,  is  found  guilty. 

Peach.  A  lazy  Dog  !  When  I  took  him  the  time  before,  I  told 
him  what  he  would  come  to  if  he  did  not  mend  his  Hand.  This  is 
Death  without  Reprieve.  I  may  venture  to  Book  bim.  [writes,] 
For  Tom  Gagg,  forty  Pounds.  Let  Betty  Sly  know  that  I'H  faye 
her  from  Tranfportation,  for  I  can  get  more  by  her  flaying  in 
England. 

Filch.  Betty  hath  brought  more  Goods  into  our  Lock  to-year 
than  any  five  of  the  Gang ;  and  in  truth,  'tis  a  pity  to  lofe  fo 
good  a  Cuftomer. 

Peach.  If  none  of  the  Gang  take  her  off,  fhe  may,  in  the  com- 
mon courfe  of  Bufmefs,  live  a  Twelve-month  longer.  I  love  to 
let  Women  I'cape.  A  good  Sportfman  always  lets  the  Hen  Par- 
tridges fly,  becaufe  the  Breed  of  the  Game  depends  upon  them. 
Betides,  here  the  Lav/  allows  us  no  Reward  ;  there  is  nothing  to 
be  got  W  the  Death  of  Women ■-  except  our  Wives. 

Filch.  'Without  difpute,  fhe  is  a  fine  Woman  !  'Twas  to  her 
J  was  obliged  for  my  Education,  and  (to  fay  a  bold  Word,)  fhe 
hath  trained  up  more  young  Fellows  to  the  Bufinefs  than  the 
Gaming  table. 

Peach.  Truly,  Filch,  thy  Ohfervation  is  right.  We  and  the 
.Surgeons  are  more  beholden,  to  Women  than  all  the  Profeflions 
befides. 
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AIR  II.    The  bonny  gray-ey'd  Morn,  l£c. 


F^ilch.    "Tis  Woman  that  fe duces  ail  Mankind, 

By  her  we  firjl  were  taught  the  zvheediing  Arts  : 
Jier  very  Eyes  can  cheat ;  when  moft  Jhe,s  kind, 

She  tricks  us  of  our  Money  with  our  Hearts. 
For  her,  like  Wolves  by  Night  we  roam  for  Prey\ 

And praflife  ev'ry  Fraud  to  bribe  her  Charms  » 
For  Suits  of  hove,  like  Law,  are  won  by  Pay, 

And  Beauty  mull  he  fee'd  into  our  Anns, 

Peach.  But  make  bafte  to  Neivgate,  Boy,  and  let  my  Frier'!.-* 
know  what  I  intend  ;  for  I  love  to  make  them  eafy  one  way  or 
other. 

Filch.  When  a  Gentleman  is  long  kept  in  fufpence,  Penitence 
may  break  his  Spirit  ever  after.  Befides,  Certainty  gives  a  Man  a 
good  Air  upon  his  Trial,  and  makes  him  rifk  another  wi»;  ut 
Fear  or  Scruple.  But  I'll  away,  for  'tis  a  Pleafure  to  be  the  Mef^ 
feno-er  of  Comfort  to  Friends  in  Affliction. 

o 

SCENE        III. 

f      Peachum. 

But  'tis  now  high  time  to  look  about  me  for  a  decent  Exe- 
cution againft  next  Sefcons.     I  hate  a  lazy  Rogue,  by  whom 
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one  can  get  nothing  'till  he  is  hang'd.  A  Regifter  of  the  Gang, 
[Reading.]  Crook-finger'd  Jack.  A  Year  and  a  half  in  the  Ser- 
vice ;  Let  me  fee  how  much  the  Stock  owes  to  his  Induftry  s  one, 
two,  three,  four,  five  Gold  Welches,  and  feven  Silver  ones.  A 
mighty  clean-handed  Fellow  !  Sixteen  Snuff-boxes,  five  of  them 
of  true  Gold.  Six  Dozen  of  Handkerchiefs,  four  filver-hilted 
Swords,  half  a  Dozen  of  Shirts,  three  Tye-Periwigs,  and  a  Piece 
of  Broad-Cloth.  Confidering  thefe  are  only  the  Fruits  of  his 
leifure  Hours,  I  don't  know  a  prettier  Fellow,  for  no  Man  alive 
hath  a  more  engaging  Pretence  of  Mind  upon  the  Road.  Wat 
Dreary i  alias  Brozvn  fP'i/l,  an  irregular  Dog,  who  hath  an-,under- 
hand  way  of  difpofing  of  his  Good;?.  I'll  try  him  only  for  a  Sef- 
lions  or  two  longer  upon  his  Good-behaviour,  Harry  Paddington, 
a  poor  petty-larceny  Rafcal,  without  the  leaf!:  Genius ;  that  Fellow, 
though  he  were  to  live  thefe  fix  Months,  will  never  come  to  the 
Gallows  with  any  Credit.  Slippery  Sam  ;  he  goes  off  the  next 
Seflions,  for  the  Villain  hath  the  Impudence  to  have  Views  of  fol- 
lowing his  Trade  as  a  Tailor,  which  he  calls  an  honed  Employ- 
ment. Mat  of  the  Mint ;  lifted  not  above  a  Month  ago,  a  pro- 
mifing  ffurdy  Fellow,  and  diligent  in  his  way  ;  fomewhar  too  bold 
and  hafty,  and  may  raife  good  Contributions  on  the  Public,  if 
he  does  not  cut  himfelf  fhori:  by  Murder.  Tom  Tipple^,  a  guzzling 
ioakrne  Sot,  who  is  always  too  drunk  to  ffand  himfelf,  or  to  make 
others  ffand.  A  Cart  is  abfolutely  necefiary  for  him.  Robin  of 
Bag/hot,  alias  Gorgon,  alias  Bluff  Bob,  alias  Carbuncle,  alias  Bob 
Booty. 


SCENE  IV. 

Feachum,  Airs.  Peachum. 

Mrs.  Peach.  What  of  Bob  Booty,  Hufband  ?  I  hope  nothing 
bad  hath  betided  him.  You  k'now,  my  Dear,  he's  a  favourite 
Cuftomer  of  mine.     'Tvvas  he  made  me  a  prefent  of  this  Ring. 

Peach.  I  have  fet  his  Name  down  in  the  Black  Lift,  that's  all, 
my  Dear  ;  he  fpends  his  Life  among  Women,  and  as  foon  as  his 
Money  is  gone,  one  or  other  of  the  Ladies  will  hang  him  for  the 
Reward,  and  there's  forty  Pound  loft  to  us  for-ever. 

Mrs.  Peach.  You  know,  my  Dear,  I  never  meddle  in  matters 
of  Death  ;  I  always  leave  thofe  Affairs  to  you.  Women  indeed 
are  bitter  bad  Judges  in  thefe  cafes,  for  they  are  fo  partial  to  the 
Brave  that  they  think  every  Man  handicme  who  is  going  to  the 
Camp  or  the  Gaiiov/a. 

A  I  P. 
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Peach.  Look  ye,  Wife.  A  handfome  Wench  in  our  way  of 
Bufmefs  is  as  profitable  as  at  the  Bar  of  a  Temple  Coftee-Houfe, 
who  Jooks  upon  it  as  her  livelihood  to  grant  every  Liberty  but 
one.  You  feel  would  indulge  the, Girl  as  far  as  prudently  we  can. 
In  any  thing,  but  Marriage !  After  that,  my  Dear,  how  mall  we 
be  fafe  ?  Are  we  not  then  in  her  Hufband's  Power  ?  For  a  Huf- 
band  hath  the  abfolute  Power  over  all  a  Wife's  Secrets  but  her 
own.  If  the  Girl  had  the  Difcretion  of  a  Court-Lady,  who  can 
have  a  Dozen  young  Fellows  at  her  Ear  without  complying  with 
one,  I  fhould  not  matter  it ;  but  Polly  is  Tinder,  and  a  Spark  wil! 
at  once  fet  her  on  a  Flame.  Married  !  If  the  Wench  does  not 
know  her  own  Profit,  fure  fhe  knows  her  own  Pleafure  better 
than  to  make  herfelf  a  Property  !  My  Daughter  to  me  mould  be, 
like  a  Court-Lady  to  a  Minifter  of  State,  a  Key  to  the  whole 
Gang.  Married  !  If  the  Affair  is  not  already  done,  I'll  terrify 
her  from  it,  by  the  Example  of  our  Neighbours. 

Mrs.  Peach.  May-hap,  my  Dear,  you  may  injure  the  Girl, 
She  loves  to  imitate  the  fine  Ladies,  and  fhe  may  only  allow  the 
Captain  Liberties  in  the  view  of  Intertft. 

Peach.  But  'tis  your  Duty,  my  Dear,  to  warn  the  Girl  againfl 
her  Ruin,  and  to  inftrudr.  her  how  to  make  the  moft  oT"  her 
Beauty.  I'll  go  to  her  this  moment,  and  6ft  her.  In  the  mean 
time,  Wife,  rip  out  the  Coronets  and  Marks  of  thefe  Dozen  of 
Cambric  Handkerchiefs,  for  I  can  difpofe  of  them  this  Afternoon, 
to  a  Chap  in  the  City. 

8     C    E    N    E        V, 

Mrs.  Peach um. 
Never  was  a  Man  more  out  of  the  way  in  an  Argument  than 
my  Hufband  !  Why  muft  our  Polly,  forfooth,  differ  from  her  Sex,, 
and  love  only  her  Hufband  ?  And  why  muft  Pollys  Marriage, 
contrary  to  all  Obfervations,  make  her  the  lefs  followed  by  other 
Men  ?  All  Men  are  Thieves  in  Love,  and  like  a  Woman,  the 
better  for  being  another's  Property. 


AIR 
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AIR  V.    Of  all  the  fimple  Tk;™s  we  do,  &c. 


iz 


A  Maid  is  like  the  Golden  Ore, 

Which  hath  Guineas  intrinfical  in% 
JVhofe  Worth  is  never  known,  before 

It  is  tryd  and  imprcjl  in  the  Mint. 
A  Wife's  like  a  Guinea  in  Gold, 

Stampt  with  the  Name  of  her  Spoufe  ; 
Noiv  here,  now  there  ;  is  bought,  or  is  fold  $ 

And  is  current  in  every  Houfe. 


gSPW^S"^^ 


SCENE 


VI. 


Mrs.  Peachum,  Filch. 

Mrs.  Peach.  Come  hither,  Filch.  I  am  as  fond  of  this  Child, 
as  though  my  Mind  mifgave  me  he  were  my  own.  He  hath  as 
fine  a  Hand  at  picking  a  Pocket  as  a  Woman,  and  is  as  nimble- 
finoer'd  as  a  Juggler.  If  an  unlucky  Seffion  does  not  cut  the 
Rope  of  thy  Life^  I  pronounce,  Boy,  thou  wilt  be  a  great  Man 
in  Hiftory.     Where  was  your  Poft  laft  Night,  my  Boy  I 

Filch.  I  ply'd  at  the  Opera,  Madam  ;  and  considering  'twas 
neither  dark  nor  rainy,  fo  that  there  was  no  great  Hurry  in  get- 
ting Chairs  and  Coaches,  made  a  tolerable  Hand  on't.  Thefe 
feven  Handkerchiefs,  Madam. 

Mrs.  Peach.  Colour'd  ones,  I  fee.   They  are  of  fure  Sale  from 
©ur  Warehoufe  at  Redriff  among  the  Seamen. 
■  Filch.  And  this  Snuff-box. 

Mrs.  Peach.  Set  in  Gold  !  A  pretty  Encouragement  this  to  a 
young  Beginner. 
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Filch.  I  had  a  fair  Tug  at  a  charming  Gold  Watch.  Pox  take 
he  Tailors  for  makir-  i "'  e  Fobs  fo  deep  and  narrow  !  It  ftuck  by 
the  way,  and  I  was  forc'd  to  make  my  Efcape  under  a  Coach. 
Really,  Madam,  1  fear  I  fhall  be  cut  off  in  the  Flower  of  my 
Youth,  fo  that  every  now  and  then  (fmce  I  was  pumpt)  I  have 
Thoughts  of  taking  up  and  going  to  Sea. 

Mrs.  Peach.  You  fhould  go  to  Hockley  in  the  Hole,  and  to 
Marybone,  Child,  to  learn  Valour.  Thefe  are  the  Schools  that 
have  bred  fo  many  brave  Men.  I  thought,  Boy,  by  this  time, 
thou  hadft  loft  Fear  as  well  as  Shame.  Poor  Lad  !  how  little  docs 
he  know  as  yet  of  the  Old  B ally  !  For  the  firft  Fa£t  I'll  infure 
thee  from  being  hang'd  ;  and  going  to  Sea,  Filch,  will  come  time 
enough  upon  a  Sentence  of  Tranfportation.  But  now,  finceyou 
have  "nothing  better  to  do,  ev'n  go  to  your  Book,  and  learn  your 
Catechifm;  for  really  a  Man  makes  but  an  ill  Figure  in  the  Or- 
dinary's Paper,  who  cannot  give  a  fatisfa£tory  Anfwer  to  his  Que- 
ftions.  But,  hark  you,  my  Lad.  Don't  tell  me  a  Lye;  for  you 
know  I  hate  a  Liar.  Do  you  know  of  any  thing  that  hath  pal's 'd 
between  Captain  Macheath  and  our  Polly  ? 

.  Filch.  I  beg  you,  Madam,  don't  afk  me ;  for  I  muff,  either 
tell  a  Lye  to  you  or  to  Mifs  Polly ;  for  I  promis'd  her  I  would 
not  tell. 

Mrs.  Peach.  But  when  the  Honour  of  our  Family  is  con- 
cern'd  ■ — 

Filch.  I  fhall  lead  a  fad  Life  with  Mifs  Polly,  if  ever  fhe  comes 
to  know  that  I  told  you.  Befides,  I  would  not  willingly  forfeit 
my  own  Honour  by  betraying  any  body. 

Mrs.  Peach.  Yonder  comes  my  Hufband  and  Polly.  Come, 
Filch,  you  fhall  go  with  me  into  my  own  Room,  and  tell  me  the 
whole  Story.  I'll  give  thee  a  Glafs  of  a  mod  delicious  Cordial 
that  I  keep  for  my  own  drinking. 

SCENE        VII* 

Peachum,  Polly. 

Polly.  I  know  as  well  as  any  of  the  flue  Ladies  how  to  make  the 
moft  of  myfelf  and  of  my  Man  too.  A  Woman  knows  how  to  he 
mercenary,  though  fhe  hath  never  been  in  a  Court  or  at  an  Af- 
fembly.  We  have  it  in  our  Natures,  Papa.  If  1  allow  Captain 
Macheath  fome  trifling  Liberties,  I  have  this  Watch  and  other  vi- 
fible  A4arks  of  his  Favour  to  fhew  for  it.  A  Girl  who  cannot  giant 
fome  Things,  and  refufe  what  is  moft  material,  will  make  but  a 
poor  hand  of  her  Beauty,  and  foon  be  thrown  upon  the  Common. 

A  I  X 
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A  IS,  VI.    What  fhall  I  do  to  fhew  how  much 
I  love  her,  i£c. 
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Virgins  are  like  the  fair  Flower  in  its  Liiftrer 

Which  in  the  Garden  enamels  the  Ground  j 
Near  it  the  Bees  in  play  flutter  and  clujlerx 

And  gaudy  Butterflies  frolick  around. 
But)  when  once  pluck' d,  'tis  no  longer  alluring, 

To  Covent-Garden  'tisfent,  (asyetfweet,) 
There  fades,  and  Jhr  inks,  and  grows  pajl  all  enduring^ 

Rots,  Jiinks,  and  dies,  and  is  trod  under  feet. 

Peach.  You  know,  Polly,  I  am  not  againft.  your  toying  and 
trifling  with  a  Cuftomer  in  the  way  of  Bufinefs,  or  to  get  out  a 
Secret,  or  fo.  But  if  1  find  out  that  you  have  play'd  the  Fool 
and  are  married,  you  Jade  you,  I'll  cut  your  Throat,  Hufly, 
Now  you  know  my  Mind. 


SCENE 
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VIII. 


Peachum,  Pollys  Mrs.  Peachum, 
AIR    VII.       Oh  London  is  a  fine  Town. 


ZLcctcJC". 


Mrs.  Peachum,  in  a  very  great  Paffion. 
Our  Polly  is  a  fad  Slut  !  nor  heeds  what  we  have  taught  her. 
I  wonder  any  Man  alive  ivill ever  rear  a  Daughter! 
For  Jhemujl  have  both  Hoods  and 'Gowns ,  and  Hoops  to  [well  her  Pridg, 
With  Scarfs  and  Stays,  and  Gloves  and  Lace ;  and  Jhe  will  have 

Men  bcfide ; 
And  when  Jhe' s  drejl  with  Care  and  Cojl,  all  tempting,  fine  and  gay <9 
As  Men  f mild  ferve  a  Cucumber,  fo?  flings  her/elf  away. 
Our  Polly  is  a  fad  Slut  /  &c. 

You  Baggage  !  you  Huffy  !  you  ioconfiderate  Jade  !  had  you 
been  harig'd,  it  would  not  have  vex'd  me,  for  that  might  have 
been  your  Misfortune  ;  but  to  do  iuch  a  mad  thing  by  Choice; 
The  Wench  is  married,  Hufband. 

Peach.  Married  !  the  Captain  is  a  bold  Man,  and  will  rifk 
any  thing  for  Money  ;  to  be  fure  he  believes  her  a  Fortune.  Do 
you  think  your  Mother  and  I  fhould  have  liv'd  comfortably  fo 
long  together,  if  ever  we  had  been  married  ?  Eaggage  ! 

Mrs.  Peach.  I  knew  fhe  was  always  a  proud  Slut ;  and  now  the 
Wench  hath  play'd  the  Fool  and  Married,  becaufe  forfooth  fhe 
would  do  like  the  Gentry.  Can  you  fupport  the  Expence  of  a 
Hufband,  Huffy,  in  Gaming,  Drinking  and  Whoring  ?  Have 
you  Money  enough  to  carry  on  the  daily  Quarrels  of  Man  and 
Wife  about  who  {hall  fquandef  moft  ?  There  are  not  many 
Husbands  and  Wives,  who  can  bear  the  Charges  of  plaguing  one 
another  in  a  handfom  way.  If  you  muft  be  married,  could  you 
introduce  no  body  into  our  Family  but  a  Highwayman?  Why, 
thou  foolifh  Jade,  thouwilt  be  as  ili-us'd,  and  as  much  neglected, 
as  if  thou  hadft  married  a  Lord  ! 

Peach. 
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.Peach.  Let  not  your  Anger,  my  Dear,  break  through  the 
Rules  of  Decency,  for  the  Captain  looks  upon  himfelf  in  the  Mi- 
litary Capar;-y,  as  a  Gentleman  by  his  Profefllon.  Befides  what 
he  hath  already,  1  know  he  is  in  a  fair  way  of  getting,  or  of 
dying  ;  and  both  thele  ways,  let  me  tell  you,  aremoft  excellent 
Chances  for  a  Wife.     Tell  me,  Huffy,  are  you  ruin'd  or  no  ? 

Mrs.  Peach.  With  Polly  k  Fortune,  {he  might  very  well  have 
gone  off  to  a  Perfon  of  Diftinftion.  Yes,  that  you  might,  you 
pouting  Slut ! 

Peach.  What  is  the  Wench  dumb  ?  Speak,  or  I'll  make  you 
plead  by  fqueezing  out  an  Anfwer  from  you.  Are  you  really  bound 
Wife  to  him,  or  are  you  only  upon  liking  ?  [Pinches  her. 

Polly.  Oh  !  [Screaming. 

Mrs.  Peach.  How  the  Mother  is  to  be  pitied  who  hath  handfom 
Daughters  !  Locks,  Bolts,  Bars,  and  Lectures  of  Morality  are 
nothing  to  them  :  They  break  through  them  all.  They  have  as 
much  Fleafure  in  cheating  a  Father  and  Mother,  as  in  cheating 
at  Cards. 

Peach.  Why,  Polly,  I  fhall  foon  know  if  you  are  married,  by 
Jl^acheath's  keeping  from  our  Houfe. 


■sV 


AIR  VIII.     Grim  King  of  the  Ghofts,  &c. 


■/  Z 


Polly.   Con  Love  be control'd by  Advice? 

Will  Cupid  our  Mothers  obey  ? 
Though  my  Heart  were  as  frozen  as  he, 

At  his  Flame  'iivould  have  fnelttd  away* 
Tffloen  he  kijl  me  jo  elefcly  he  prefi, 

'Tzvas  fo  fweet  that  I  mivfl  have  comply  *dl 
So  /  thought  it  bofhfaM  arAbefl 

To  marry,  for  fear  you  fi&il'd  chide. 


Mrs, 
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Mrs.  Peach.  Then  all  the  Hopes  of  our  Family  are  gone  for 
ever  and  ever  ! 

Peach.  And  Macheath  may  hang  his  Father  and  Mother-in- 
law,  in  hope  to  get  into  their  Daughter's  Fortune. 

Polly.  1  did  not  marry  him  (as  'tis  the  Fafhion)  coolly  and 
deliberately  for  Honour  or  Money.     But,  I  love  him. 

Mrs.  Peach.  Love  him  !  worfe  and  worfe  !  I  thought  the  Girl 
had  been  better  bred.  Oh  Hufband,  Hufband  !  her  Folly  makes 
me  mad  !  my  Head  i'wims!  I'm  diflracled  !  I  can't  fupport  myfelf 
H Oh  !  [Faints. 

Peach.  See,  Wench,  to  what  a  Condition  you  have  reduc'd 
your  poor  Mother  !  a  Glafs  of  Cordial,  this  inftant.  How  the 
poor  Woman  takes  it  to  heart  ! 

[Polly  goes  out,  and  returns  with  it. 
Ah,  HuiTy,  now  this  is  the  only  Comfort  your  Mother  has  left  1 

Polly.  Give  her  another  Glafs,  Sir  !  my  Mama  drinks  double 
the  Quantity  whenever  fhe  is  out  of  Order.  This,  you  fee, 
fetches  her. 

Mrs.  Peach.  The  Girl  fhews  fuch  a  Readinefs,  and  fo  much 
Concern,  that  I  could  almoft  find  in  my  Heart  to  forgive  her.. 

AIR  IX.     O  Jenny,  O  Jenny,  where  haft  thou  been. 


^ 
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0  Polly,  yoU  might  have  tofd  and  kift. 
By  keeping  Men  off,  you  keep  them  on, 
Polly.  But  he  fo  teaz'd  me, 

And  he  fo  pleased  me, 
JVhat  I  did,  you  muft  have  done. 

Mrs.  Peach.  Not  with  a  Highwayman. -You  forry  Slut  J 

Peach.  A  Word  with  you,  Wife.  'Tis  no  new  thing  for  a 
Wench  to  take  Man  without  Confent  of  Parents.  You  know 
'tis  the  Frailty  of  Woman,  my  Dear. 

Mrs.  Peach.  Yes,  indeed,  the  Sex  is  frail.  But  the  firff  time 
a  Woman  is  frail,  fhe  fhould  be  ibmewhat  nice  methinks,  for 
then  or  never  is  the  time  to  make  her  Fortune.  After  that,  fhe 
hath  nothing  to  do  but  to  guard  herfelf  from  being  found  out, 
and  flie  may  do  what  (he  pleafes, 

•  Peach. 
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Peach.  Make  yourfelf  a  little  eafy;  I  have  a  Thought  mall 
Toon  let  all  Matters  again  to  rights.  Whyfo  melancholy,  Polly? 
fmce  what  is  done  cannot  be  undone,  we  muft  all  endeavour  to 
make  the  beft  of  it. 

Mrs.  Peach.  Well,  Polly  ;  as  far  as  one  Woman  can  forgive 

another,  I  forgive  thee.- Your  Father  is  too  fond  of  you, 

Huffy. 

Polly.  Then  all  my  Sorrows  are  at  an  end, 

Mrs.  Peach.  A  mighty  likely  Speech  in  troth,  for  a  Wench 
who  is  jufi  married  1 

A  I  R  X.    Tlmnas,  I  cannot,  &c. 


Polly.    I,  like  a  Ship  in  Storms,  zuas  toft  \ 
Tet  afraid  to  pat  in  to  Land : 
Forfeiz'd  in  the  Port  the  Vejjeh  lofl% 
IVbofe  Trcajure  is  contreband. 

The  JVaves  are  laid, 

My  Duty's  paid. 
0  Joy  beyond  Exprejfson  ! 

Thus,  jafe  a-fnore, 

I  afk  no  more, 
My  All  is  in  my  Pojftjfioni 

Peach.  I  hear  Cuftomers  in  t'other  Room  :  Go,  talk  with  'erri^ 

Polly  ;  but  come  to  us  again,  as  foon  arthey  are  gone.- But, 

hark  ye,  Child$  if  'tis  the  Gentleman  who  was  here  Yefterday 
about  the  Repeating  Watch  ;  fay^  you  believe  we  can'tget  Intelli- 
gence of  it  'till  to-morrow.  For  I  lent  it  to  Suky  Straddle,  to  make 
a  figure  with  it  to-night  at  a  Tavern  in  Drury-Lane.  If  t'other 
•Gentleman  calls  for  the  Silver-hiked  Sword  ;  you  know  Beetle- 
btcui'd  Jemmy  hath  it  on,  and  he  doth  not  come  from  Tunbridge 
'till  Tucfday  Night ;  fo  that  it  cannot  be  had  'till  then. 
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IX. 


Peach um,  Mrs.  Peach um. 

Peach.  Dear  Wife,  be  a  little  pacified,  Don't  let  yourPaflion  run 
away  with  your  Senfes.  Polly,  I  grant  you,  hath  done  a  rafh  thing. 

Mrs.  Peach.  If  me  had  only  an  Intrigue  with  the  Fellow, 
why  the  very  heft  Families  have  excus'd  and  huddled  up  a  Frailty 
of  that  fort.   'Tis  Marriage,  Hufband,  that  makes  it  a  Blemifh. 

Peach.  But  Monty,  Wife,  is  the  true  Fuller's  Earth  for  Re- 
putations, there  is  not  a  Spot  or  a  Stain  hut  what  it  can  takeout. 
A  rich  Rogue  now-a-days  is  fit  Company  for  any  Gentleman  ; 
and  the  World,  my  Dear,  hath  not  luch  a  Contempt  for  Roguery 
as  you  imagine.  I  tell  you,  Wife,  I  can  make  this  Match  turn 
to  our  Advantage. 

Mrs.  Peach.  I  am  very  fenfible,  Hufband,  that  Captain  Mae- 
heath  is  worth  Money,  but  I  am  in  doubt  whether  he  hath  not 
two  or  three  Wives  already,  and  then  if  he  mould  die  in  a  Seffion 
or  two,  Polly's  Dower  would  come  into  Difpute. 

Peach.  That,  indeed,  is  a  Point  which  ought  to  be  confider'd. 

A  I  R  XL     A  Soldier  and  a  Sailor. 
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A  F,x  may  /leal  your  hi  ens.   Sir, 
A  JVhore  your  Health  and  Pence,   Sir, 
To'tr  Daughter  roh  your  Che'K    Sir, 
Your  IFife  may  /leal  your  Re/?,    Sir., 
A  Thief  your  Goods  and  Plate. 
C 
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But  this  is  all  but  picking, 
IVith  Reft,  Pence,  Cbejl  and  Chicken  j 
It  ever  zvas  decreed,  Sir, 
If Lawyer's  Hand  is  fee  'd,  Sir, 
Hejleals  your  whole  EJlate. 

The  Lawyers  are  bitter  Enemies  to  thofe  in  our  Way.  They 
don't  care  that  any  body  fhould  get  a  clandefiine  Livelihood  but 
themfelves. 

SCENE        X. 

Mrs.  Peachum,  Peachum,  Polly. 

Polly.  'Twas  only  Nimming  Ned.  He  brought  in  a  Damask 
Window-Curtain,  a  Hoop-Petticoat,  a  pair  of  Silver  Candlefticks, 
a  Periwig,  and  one  Silk  Stocking,  from  the  Fire  that  happen'd 
laft  Night. 

Peach.  There  is  not  a  Fellow  that  is  cleverer  in  his  way,  and 
faves  more  Goods  out  of  the  Fire  than  Ned.  But  now,  Polly,  to 
your  Affair ;  for  Matters  muft  not  be  left  as  they  are.  You  are 
married  then,  it  feems  I      , 

Polly.  Yes,  Sir. 

Peach.  And  how  do  you  propofe  to  live,  Child  ? 

Polly.  Likeother  Women,  Sir,  upon  the  Induftryofmy  HufbantJ. 

Mrs.  Peach.  What,  is  the  Wench  turn'd  Fool  ?  A  Highway- 
man's Wife,  like  a  Soldier's,  hath  as  little  of  his  Pay,  as  of  his 
Company. 

Peach.  And  had.  not  you  the  common  Views  of  a  Gentlewoman; 
in  your  Marriage,  Polly  ? 

Polly.  I  don't  know  what  you  mean,  Sir. 

Peach.  Of  a  Jointure,  and  of  being  a  Widow. 

Polly.  But  I  love  him,  Sir ;  how  then  could  I  have  Thoughts 
of  parting  with  him  ? 

Peach.  Parting  with  him  !  Why,  this  is  the  whole  Scheme  and- 
Intention  of  all  Marriage-Articles.  The  comfortable  Eftate  of 
Widow-hood,  is  the  only  Hope  that  keeps  up  a  Wife's  Spirits. 
Where  is  the  Woman  who  would  fcruple  to  be  a  Wife,  if  fhe  had 
it  in  her  Power  to  be  a  Widow,  whenever  fhe  pleas'd  ?  If  you 
have  any  Views  of  this  fort,  Polly,  I  fhall  think  the  Match  not 
fo  very  unreafonable. 

Polly.  How  I  dread  to  hear  your  Advice  !  Yet  I  muft  beg  you 
e®  explain  yourfelf.  Peach. 
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Secure  what  he  hath  got,  have  him  peach'd  the  next 
ns,  and  then  at  once  you  are  made  a  rich  Widow. 
oily.  What,  murder  the  Man  I  love  !  The  Blood  runs  cold 
at  m'y  Heart  with  the  very  thought  of  it. 

cti  Fie,  Polly!  What  hath  Murder  to  do  in  the  Affair  ? 
Sincere  thing  fooner  or  later  mufthappen,  I  dare  fay,  the  Captain 
himfeif  >uld  like  that  we  mould  get  the  Reward  for  his  Death 
fooner  civ  i  a  Stranger.  Why,  Polly t  the  Captain  knows,  that  as 
'tis  ht>  En  ployment  to  rob,  i'o  'tis  ours  to  take  Robbers ;  every 
Mar.  in  his  Bufmefs.     So  that  there  is  no  Malice  in  the  Cafe. 

Mrs.  Peath.  Ay,  Husband,  now  you  have  nick'd  the  Matter. 
To  have  fifth  peach'd  is  the  only  thing  could  ever  make  me  for- 
give her. 


XII. 


Now  ponder  well,  ye  Parents  dear. 


mm? 


Polly.   O  ponder  well !  be  notfevere  j 
So  fave  a  wretched  JVife  ! 
For  on  the  Rope  that  hangs  my  Deaf 
Depends  poor  Polly 's  Life. 

Mrs.  Peach.  But  your  Duty  to  your  Parents,  Huffy,  obliges 
you  to  hang  him.  What  would  many  a  Wife  give  for  fuch  an 
Opportunity  ! 

Polly.  What  is  a  Jointure,  what  is  Widow-hood  to  mi£ 
I  know  my  Heart.     I  cannot  furvive  him. 


<^* 
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A  IR 
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AIR    XIII.    Le  printems  rapelle  aux  armes. 
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T7?e  Turtle  thus  ivitb  plaintive  Cryingy 

Her  Lover  dyings 
The  Turtle  thus  with  plaintive  Crying, 

Laments  her  Dove. 
Dotvnjhe  drops  quite /pent  with  Sighing 
Paird in  Deaths  as  pair'd  in  Love. 

Thus,  Sir,  it  will  happen  to  your  poor  Polly. 

Mrs.  Peach.  What,  is  the  Fool  in  Love  in  earneft  then  ?  I 
hate  thee  for  being  particular:  Why,  Wench,  thou  art  a  Shame 
to  thy  very  Sex. 

Polly.  But  hear  me,  Mother. If  you  ever  lov'd 

Mrs.  Peach.  Thofe  curfed  Play- Books  fhe  reads  have  been  her 
Ruin.  One  Word  more,  Huffy,  and  I  mail  knock  your  Brains 
out,  if  you  have  any. 

Peach.  Keep  out  of  the  way,  Polly,  for  fear  of  Mifchief,  and 
confider  of  what  is  propofed  to  you. 

Mrs.  Peach.  Away,  Hulfy.  Hang  your  Hufband,  and  be 
dutiful. 


SCENE        XL 

Mrs.  Peach  urn,  Peachum. 

[Polly  Uflnfrgi) 

Mrs.  Peach.  The  Thing,  Hufband,  mull  and  fhall  be  done. 

For  the  fake  of  Intelligence  we  mult  take  other  lYieafures,  and 

have  him  peached  the  next  Seflian  without  her  Content.     If  flic 

will  not  know  her  Duty,  we  know  ours. 

Peach, 
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Peach.  But  really,  my  Dear,  it  grieves  one's  Heart  to  take 
off  a  great  Man.  When  I  confider  his  Perfonal  Bravery,  his 
fine  Stratagem,  how  much  we  have  already  got  by  him,  and  how 
much  more  we  may  get,  methinks  I  can't  rind  in  my  Heart  to 
have  a  hand  in  his  Death.  1  wifh  you  could  have  made  Polly 
undertake  it. 

lVlrs.  Peach.  But  in  a  Cafe  of  Neceffity our  own  Lives  are 

in  danger. 

Peach.  Then,  indeed,  we  mufl:  comply  with  the  Cuftoms  of 

the  World,  and  make  Gratitude   give  way  to  Intereft. 

He  mall  be  taken  off. 

Mrs.  Peach.    I'll  undertake  to  manage  Polly. 

Peach.  And  I'll  prepare  Matters  for  the  Old-Bally, 

SCENE         XII. 

Polly. 

Now  I'm  a  Wretch,  indeed. Methinks  I  Tee  him  already 

in  the  Cart,  fweeter  and  more  lovely  than  the  Nofegay  in  his 
Hand  ! 1  hear  the  Crowd  extolling  his'Refohition  and  Intre- 
pidity ! What  Vollics  of  Sighs  are  fent  from  the  Windows  of 

Holborn^  that  fo  comely  a  Youth  fhould  be  brought  to  Difgrace  !— 

I  fee  him  at  the  Tree  !  The  whole  Circle  are  in  Tears  ! even 

Butchers  weep  !  Jack  Ketch  himfelf  hefitates  to  perform  his 

Duty,  and  would  be  glad  to  lofe  his  Fee,  by  a.  Reprieve.    What 

then  will  become  of  Polly! As    yet  I   may  inform  him  of 

their  Defign,  and  aid  him  in  his  Efcape.- It  fhall  be  fo But 

then  he  flies,  abfents  himfelf,  and  T  bar  myfelf  from  his  dear  dear 

Convention  !   That  too  will  diffract  me. If  he  keep  out  of 

the  way,  my  Papa  and  Mama  may  in  time  relent,  and  we  may  be 

happy. if  he  flays,  he  is  hang'd,  and  then  he  is  loft  for  ever  i 

— — He  intended  to  lie  conceal'd  in  my  Room,  'till  the  Dusk  of 
the  Evening:  If  they  are  abroad  I'll  this  Inftant  let  him  out,  left 
fome  Accident  {hould  prevent  him.  [Exit,  and  returns. 
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SCENE        XIII. 

Polly,  Macheath. 
AIR    XIV.     Pretty  Parrot,  Csy. 

3§1 


Mach.  Prrf/y  Polly,  fayr 

When  I  -was  away. 
Did  your  Fancy  never  fir  ay 
To  j cine  newer  Lover  & 
Polly*  Without  Difguife, 

Heaving  Sighs, 
Doting  Eyes, 
My  conjlant  Heart  difcover* 
Fondly  let  me  loll ! 
Mach.  O  pretty,  pretty  Poll. 

Polly.  And  are  you  as  fond  as  ever,  my  Dear  ? 

Mach.  Sufpedl  my  Honour,  my  Courage,  fufpect  any  thing 

but  my  Love. -May  my  Piftols  mifs  Fire,  and  my  Mare  flip 

her  Shoulder  while  I  am  purfu'd,  if  I  ever  for  fake  thee  ! 

Polly.  Nay,  my  Dear,  I  have  no  Reafon  to  doubt  you,  for  I 
find  in  the  Romance  you  lent  me,  none  of  the  great  Heroes  were 
ever  falfe  in  Love. 

A  I  R 
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AIR    XV.     Pray,  Fair  one,  be  kind- 
A, , _         ,   ^M,+\ 


Mach.  My  Heart  was  Jo  free, 

It  rov'd  like  the  Bee, 
'Till  Polly  my  PaJJion  requited ; 

Ifipt  each  Floiver, 

I  changed  every  Hour, 
But  here  every  Flower  is  united. 

Polly.  Were  you  fentene'd  to  Tranfpartation,  Aire,  my  Dear, 
you  could  not  leave  me  behind  you could  you  ? 

Mach.  Is  there  any  Power,  any  Force  that  could  tear  me 
from  thee  ?  You  might  fooner  tear  a  I  enfion  out  of  the  Hands 
of  a  Courtier,  a  Fee  from  a  Lawyer,  a  pretty  Woman  from  a 

Looking-glafs,  or  any  Woman  from  Quadrille. But  to  tear 

me  from  thee  is  impoffible  ! 

AIR    XVI.     Over  the  Hills  and  far  away. 
Jfe _J__ _  __ _    L, 


y** 
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Were  I  laid  on  Greenland's  CV///, 
And  in  my  Arms  embracd  my  Lafs ; 
Warm  amidji  eternal  Fro/l, 
Too  fan  the  Half  Year's  Night  would  pafs. 
C  4 


Polly. 


4o 
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Polly. 
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JVere  I  fold  on  Indian  5(3/7, 


Aft  I. 


Soon  as  the  burning  Day  was  chs'd, 

I  could  mock  the  fultry  Toil 

JVhen  on  my  Charmer's  Breaft  repos'd. 
Mach.  Arid  I  would  love  you  ail  the  Day, 
Polly.    Every  Night  ivould  kifs  and  flay , 
Mach.  J f  with  me jou'd  fondly  Jl ray 
Polly.   Over  the  Hills  and  far  away. 

Polly.  Yes,   I  would  go  with  thee.     But  oh  ! how  ftiall 

I  fpeak  it  ?  I  mull:  be  torn  from  thee.     We  muft  part. 

Mach.  How  !.  Part! 

Polly.  We  mull,  we  muft. My  Papa  and  Mama  arc  fet 

againft  thy  Life.  They  now,  even  now  are  in  Search  after  thee. 
They  are  preparing  Evidence  againft  thee.  Thy  Life  depends 
upon  a  moment. 

AIR  XVII.     Gin  thou  wert  mine  awn  thins: 


Oh  what  Pain  it  is  to  part  ! 
Can  I  leave  thee,  can  I  leave  thee  ? 
O  what  pain  it  is  to  part  f 
Can  thy  Polly  ever  leave  thee  ? 
But  leji  Death  my  Love  fljould  thwart, 
And  bring  thee  to  the  fatal  Cart% 
Thus  I  tear  thee  from  my  bleeding  Heart  ! 
Fly  hence,  and  let  me  leave  thee. 
Oiie,  Kifs  and  then one  Kifs be  sonc- 


-farewel. 


Mad. 
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Mach.  My  Hand,  my  Heart,  my  Dear,  is  fo  riveted  to  thine, 
that  I  cannot  unloofe  my  Hold. 

Polly.  But  my  Papa  may  intercept  thee,  and  then  I  mould  Jofc 
the  very  glimmering  of  Hope.  A  few  Weeks,  perhaps,  may 
reconcile  us  all.     Shall  thy  Polly  hear  from  thee? 

Mach.   Mu'ift  I  then  go  ? 

Polly.  And  will  not  Abfence  change  vour  Love  ? 

Mach.  If  you  doubt  it,  let  me  flay  —  arid  be  hafjg'd. 

Polly.  O  how  I  fear  !    how  I  tremble! Go but  when 

Safety  will  give  you  leave,  you  will  be  fure  to  fee  me  again;  for 
'till  then  Polly  is  wretched. 


A  I  R    XVIII 


O  the  Broom, 


Mach.  The  Mifcr  thus  a  Shilling  fees,      [Parting,  and  looking  back 
Which  he's  oblig'd  to  pay  ac  each  othcr  with   fond 


IVithfighs  rcfigns  if- by  degrees, 
Andjcars  'tis  gone  for  ay. 


nefs ;    he  at  one   Door^ 

fhe  at  thy  other, 


PoJJy.    TJx.  Boy,  thus,  zuhen  his  Sparrow' s flown, 
The  Bird  in  Silence  eyes  ; 
Buifootias  out  of  Sight  'tis  gone, 
JVhines,  whij/ipers,  fobs  and  cries. 


A 
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ACT      II.      SCENE     L 
A  Tavern  near'  Newgate; 

Jemmy  Twitcher,  Crook-finger' d  Jack,  Wat  Dreary, 
Robin  of  Bagfliot,  Nimming  Ned,  Henry  Pading- 
ton,  Matt  of  the  Mint,  Ben  Budge,  and  the  refi  of  the 
Gang,  at  the  Table,  with  Wine,  Brandy  and  'Tobacco. 

Ben.  T3UT  pr'ythee,  Matt,  what  is  become  of  thy  Brother 
fT\  Tom  ?  I  have  not  feen  him  fince  my  Return  from 
Tranfportation. 

Matt.  Poor  Brother  Tom  had  an  Accident  this  time  Twelve- 
month,  and  fo  clever  a  made  fellow  he  was,  that  I  could  not 
lave  him  from  thofe  fleaing  Rafca's  the  Surgeons  ;  and  now, 
poor,  Man,  he  is  among  the  Otamys  at  Surgeons  Hall. 

Ben.  So  it  feems,  his  Time  was  come. 

Jem.  But  the  prefent  Time  is  ours,  and  no  body  alive  hath 
more.  Why  are  the  Laws  levell'd  at  us  ?  are  we  more  difhoneft 
than  the  reft  of  Mankind  ?  What  we  win,  Gentlemen,  is  our 
own  by  the  Law  of  Arms,  and  the  Right  of  Conqueft. 

Crook.  Where  fhall  we  find  fuch  another  Set  of  Practical  Phi- 
lofophers,  who  to  a  Man  are  above  the  Fear  of  Death  I 

Wat.  Sound  Men,  and  true  ! 

Robin.  Of  try'd  Courage,  and  indefatigable  Induflry  ? 

Ned.  Who  is  there  here  that  would  not  die  for  his  Friend  ? 

Harry.  Who  is  there  here  that  would  betray  him  for  hislntcreft  ? 

Matt.  Shew  me  a  Gang  of  Courtiers  that  can  fay  as  much. 

Ben.  We  are  for  a  juft  Partition  of  the  World,  for  every  Man 
hath  a  Right  to  enjoy  Life. 

Matt.  We  retrench  the  Superfluities  of  Mankind.  The  World 
is  avaritious,  and  I  hate  Avarice.  A  covetous  fellow,  like  a  Jack- 
daw, fteals  what  he  was  never  made  to  enjoy,  for  the  fake  of  hiding 
it.  Thefe  are  the  Robbers  of  Mankind,  for  Money  was  made  for 
the  Free-hearted  and  Generous,  and  where  is  the  Injury,  of  taking 
from  another,  what  he  hath  not  the  Heart  to  make  ufe  of? 

%  Jem. 
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Jem.  Our  feveral  Stations  for  the  Day  are  fixt.     Good  luck 
attend  us  all.     Fill  the  Glafies. 

A  I  R    XIX.     Fill  every  Glafs,  fete 


!         '     '  '    '  .  I- 
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Matt.        iv'//  m?rv  Glafs,  for  Wine  infpires  us> 
An  fires  us 

With  Courage,  Love  and  Joy. 

JVomen  and  JVine  Jlmdd  life  employ. 

Is  there  ought  clfe  on  Earth  defirous  P 
Chorus.     Fill  every  Glafs,  &cc. 

SCENE        II. 

To  them  enter  Macheath. 

Mach.  Gentlemen,  well  met.  My  Heart  hath  been  with  you 
this  Hour  ;  but  an  unexpected  Affair  hath  detain'dme.  No  Ce- 
remony, I  beg  you. 

Matt.  We  were  jufr.  breaking  up  to  go  upon  Daty.  Am  I  to 
have  the  Honour  of  taking  the  Air  with  you,  Sir,  this  Evening 
upon  the  Heath  ?  I  drink  a  Dram  now  and  then  with  the  Stager 
coachmen  in  the  way  of  Friendfhip  and  Intelligence;  and  I  know 
that  about  this  Time  there  will  be  Paff'engers  upon  the  Weilern 
Road,  who  are  worth  fpeaking  with. 

Mach.  I  was  to  have  been  of  that  Party but . 

Matt.  But  what,  Sir  ? 

Mach.   Is  .there  any  Man  who  fufpecis  my  Courage  ? 

Matt.  We  have  all  been  Witneffes  of  it. 

Mach.  My  Honour  and  Truth  to  the  Gang  ? 

Matt.  I'll  be  anfwerable  for  it. 

Mach.  In  the  Divifion  of  our  Booty,  have  I  ever  fJhewn  the 
kail  Marks  of  Avarice  or  Injuftic©  ? 

Matt. 
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Matt.  By  thei'e  Queftions  fomething  feems  to  have  rufRed  you. 
Are  any  of  us  fufpected  ? 

Macb.  I  have  a  fixed  Confidence,  Gentlemen,  in  you  ail,  as 
Men  of  Honour,  and  as  fueh  I  value  and  refpect  you.  Peacbum 
is  a  Man  that  is  ufeful  to  us. 

Matt.  Is  he  about  to  play  us  any  foul  Play  ?  I'll  fhoot  him 
through  the  Head. 

Macb.  I  beg  you,  Gentlemen,  act  with  Conduct  and  Difcrc- 
tion.     A  Piftol  is  your  laft  Refort. 

Matt.  Pie  knows  nothing  of  this  Meeting. 

Macb.  Bufinefs  cannot  go  on  without  him.  He  is  a  Man  who 
knows  the  World,  and  is  a  neceflary  Agent  to  us.  We  have  had 
a  flight  Difference,  and  'till  it  is  accommodated  I  mall  beoblifftl 
to  keep  out  of  his  way.  Any  private  Difpute  of  mine  fhall  be~of 
no  ill  confequencc  to  my  Friends.  You  muff,  continue  to  act 
under  his  Direction,  for  the  moment  we  break  looie  from  him, 
our  Gang  is  ruin'd. 

Malt.  As  a  Bawd  to  a  Whore,  I  grant  you,  he  is  to  us  of 
great  Convenience. 

Macb  Make  him  believe  I  have  quitted  the  Gang,  which  I 
can  never  do  but  with  Life.  At  our  private  Quarters!  will  con- 
tinue to  meet  you.     A  Week  or  fo  will  probably  reconcile  us. 

Matt.  Your  Inductions  fhall  be  obferv'd.  'Tis  now  high  time 
for  us  to  repair  to  our  feveral  Duties;  fo  'till  the  Evening  at  our 
Quarters  in  Moor-Field*  we  bid  you  farewel. 

Macb.  I  Ihall  wifh  myfelf  with  you.     Succefs  attend  you. 

[Sits  down  melancboly  at  ibe  Table. 
AIR  XX.  March  in  Rinaldo,  with  Drums  and  Trumpets. 
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Matt. 
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Let  us  take  the  Road. 

Hark  J  I  bear  the  Sound  of  Coaches  f 
The  Hour  of  Attack  approaches, 

To  your  Arms,  brave  Bo\s,  and  load. 


-Q, 


See 
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See  the  Ball  I  hold  ! 
Let  the  Chymijis  toil  like  Jffef^ 
Our  Fire  their  Fire  fitrpqffes, 
And  turns  all  our  Lead  to  Gold. 
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[The  Gang,  rang'd  in  the  Front  of  the  Stage,  load  their 
Piftols,  and  hack  them  under  their  Girdles  ;  then  go 
off  linging  the  firft  Part  in  Chorus. 

S      C      E      N      E  III. 

Macheath,  Drawer. 
Mach.  What  a  Fool  is  a  fond  Wench  !  Polly  is  moft  con- 
foundedly bit. — I  love  the  Sex.  And  a  Man  who  loves  Money, 
might  as  well  be  contented  with  one  Guinea,  as  I  with  one  Wo- 
man. The  Town  perhaps  have  been  as  much  obliged  to  me, 
for  ftcruiting  it  with  free-hearted  Ladies,  as  to  any  Recruiting 
Officer  in  the  Army.  If  it  were  not  for  us,  and  the  other  Gen- 
tlemen of  the  Sword,  Drury-Lane  would  be  uninhabited. 

AIR  XXI.     Would  you  have  a  young  Virgin,  bv.  /£/& 


£^t&. 


If  the  Heart  of  a  Man  is  deprefl  with  Cares, 
The  Mi/1  is  difpell'd  when  a  Woman  appears ; 
Like  the  Notes  of  a  Fiddle,  Jhe  fweetly,  fluently 
Raifcs  the  Spirit;,  and  charms  our  Earst 
Rofes  and  Lilies  htr  Cheeks  difdofe, 
But  her  ripe  Lips  are  more  Jlucet  than  thofe. 
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Prefs  her, 
Carefs  her, 
With  BliJJes, 
Her  KiJJes 
DiJJolve  us  in  Pleafure,  and  [oft  Repofi. 

I  mull  have  Women.  There  is  nothing  unbends  the  Mind  like 
them.  Money  is  not  foftrong  a  Cordial  for  the  Time.  Drawer — 
[ Enter  Drawer. 1  Is  the  Porter  gone  for  all  the  Ladies  according 
to  my  Directions  ? 

Draw.  I  expect  him  back  every  Minute.  But  you  know,  Sir, 
you  fe'nt  him  as  far  as  Hockley  in  the  Hole  for  three  of  the  Ladies, 
for  one  in  Vinegar -Yard,  and  for  the  reft  of  them  fomewhere 
about  Lcwkners  Lane.  Sure  fome  of  them  are  below,  for  I 
hear  the  Bar-Bell.  As  they  come  I  will  lhew  them  up.  Coming, 
Coming. 


SCENE        IV. 

Macheath,  Mrs.  Cpaxer,  Dolly   Trull,    Mrs.  Vixen,  Betty 

Doxy,  Jenny  Diver,  Mrs.   Slammekin,  Suky  Tawdry, 

and  Adolly  Brazen. 

Mack.  Dear  Mrs.  Coaxer,  you  are  welcome.  You  look  charming- 
ly to-day.  I  hope  you  don't  want  the  Repairs  of  Quality?  and  lay 

on  Paint. Dolly  Trull!  kifs  me,  you  Slut;  are  you  as  amorous 

as  ever,  Huffy  ?  You  are  always  fo  taken  up  with  ftealing  Hearts, 

that  you  don't  allow  yourfelf  Time  tofteal  any  thing  elfe. Ah 

Dolly,  thou  wilt  ever  be  a  Coquette  !  Mrs.  Vixen,  I'm  yours,  I 
always  lov'd  a  Woman  of  Wit  and  Spirit ;  they  make  charming 
Miftrefles,  but  plaguy  Wives — Betty  Doxy!  Come  hither,  Huffy. 
Do  you  drink  as  hard  as  ever  ?  You  had  better  ftick  to  good  whol- 
ibm  Beer;  for  in  troth,  Betty,  Strong-Waters  will  in  time  ruin  your 
ConfHtution.  You  mould  leave  thofe  to  your  Betters. — What  I 
and  my  pretty  Jenny  Diver  too  !  As  prim  and  demure  as  ever! 
There  is  not  any  Pru^,  though  ever  fo  high  bred,  hath  a  more 
fanclify'd  Look,  wkh  a  more  mifchievous  Heart.  Ah!  thou  art  a 
clear  artful  Hypocrite. Mrs.  Slainmekin!  as  carelefs  and  gen- 
teel as  ever  !  all  you  fine  Ladies,  who  know  your  own  Beauty, 
aft'ccl:  an  Undrefs.. But  fee,  here's  Suky  Tawdry  come  to  con- 
tradict what  I  was  faying.  Every  thing  fhe  gets  one  way  file  lays 
out  upon  her  Back.  Why,  Suky,  you  muft  keep  atleaft  a  Dozen 
Tallymen.  Molly  Brazen!  [She  kijes  him.]  That's  well  done. 


love 
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love  a  free-hearted  Wench.  Thou  haftamoft  agreeable  AfTurance, 

Girl,  and  art  as  willing  as  a  Turtle. But  hark !  I  hear  Mufic. 

The  Harper  is  at  theTjoor.  If  Mufic  be  the  Food  of  Love,  play 
on.  Ere  you  feat  yourfelves,  Ladies,  what  think  you  of  a  Dance  ? 
Come  in.  [Enter  Harper.]  Play  the  French  Tune,  that  M^s., 
Slammekin  was  fo  fond  of. 

[A  Dance  a  la  ronde  in  the  French  manner ;  near  the  end  of 
it  this  Song,  and  Chorus. 


A  I  R   XXII.    Cotillon. 
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Youth' 's  the  Seafon  made  for  Joys, 

Love  is  then  our  Duty, 
She  alone  who  that  employs, 
JVell  deferves  her  Beauty. 
Let's  be  gay, 
JVhile  we  may, 
Beautfs  a  Floiver,  defpis'd  in  Decay* 
Youth's  the  Seafon,  Sec. 
Let  us  drink  andfport  to-day,  it 

Our s  is  not  to-?norrow. 
Love  with  Youth  flies  fvuift  aways 
Age  is  nought  but  Sorrotv. 
Dance  andfing, 
Time's  on  the  IVing. 
Life  never  knows  the  Return  of  Spring. 
Chorus.     Let  us  drink,  &c. 

Mach.  Now,  pray  Ladies,  take  your  Places.  Here  Fellow. 
[Pays  the  Harper.]  Bid  the  Drawer  bring  us  mrfre  Wine. 
[Exit  Harper.]  If  any  of  the  Ladies  chouie  Ginn,  I  hope  they 
will  be  lb  free  to  call  for  it. 

Jemty.  You  look  as  if  you  meant  me.  Wine  is  ftrong  enough 
for  me.  Indeed,  Sir,  I  never  drink  Strong-Waters,  but  when 
I  have  the  Cholic. 

Mach.  Juft  the  Excufe  of  the  fine  Ladies  !  Why,  a  Lady  of 
Quality  is  never  without  the  Cholic.  I  hope,  Mrs.  Coaxer,  you 
have  had  good  Suceefs  of  late  in  your  Vifits  among  the  Mercers. 

Coax. 


< 
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■  Coax.  We  have  fo  many  Interlopers Yet  with  Induftry, 

one  may  frill  have  a  little  Picking.  I  carried  a  filver-flower'd- 
Luteftrino;,  and  a  Piece  of  black  Padefoy  to  Mr.  Peacbunis  Lock 
but  laft  Week. 

Fix.  There's  Molly  Brazen  hath  the  Ogle  of  a  Rattle- Snake. 
She  rivetted  a  Linen-Draper's  Eye  fo  faft  upon  her,  that  he  was 
nick'd  of  three  Pieces  of  Cambric  before  he  could  look  oft*. 

Braz.  Oh  dear  Madam  ! But  lure  nothing  can  come  up 

to  your  handling  of  Laces!  And  then  you  have  fuch  a  fweet  de- 
luding Tongue!  To  cheat  a  Man  is  nothing  ;  but  the  Woman 
mud  have  fine  Parts  indeed  who  cheats  a  Woman. 

Vix.  Lace,  Madam,  lies  in  a  fmall  Compafs,  and  is  of  eafy 
Conveyance.  But  you  are  apt,  Madam,  to  think  too  well  of 
your  Friends. 

Coax.  U  any  woman  hath  more  Art  than  another,  to  be  fure, 
'tis  fenny  Diver.  Though  her  Fellow  be  never  fo  agreeable,  (he 
can  pick  his  Pocket  as  coolly,  as  if  money  were  her  only  Pleafure. 
Now  that  is  a  Command  of  the  Pafhons  uncommon  in  a  Woman  ! 

fenny.  I  never  go  to  the  Tavern  with  a  Man,  but  in  the  View* 
of  Bufmefs.  J  have  other  Hours,  and  other  fort  of  Men  for  my 
Pleafure.     But  had  I  your  Addrefs,   Madam 

Maeh.  Have  done  with  your  Compliments,  Ladies  ;  and  drink 
about  :  You  are  not  fo  fond  of  me,  Jew/y,  as  you  ufe  to  be. 

"Jenny.  'Tis  not  convenient,  Sir,  to  mew  my  Fondnefs  among 
fo  many  Rivals.  'Tis  your  own  Choice,  and  not  the  Warmth 
of  my  Inclination  that  will  determine  you. 


A  I  R  XXIII. 


All  in  a  mifly  Morning,  C5V. 
-hhL 


Before  the  Barn-Door  creiOfag9 
The  Cock  hy  Hens  attended, 

His  Eyes  around  him  thrciving, 
Standi  for  a  ivhile  fufpnuleiK 


Tin 
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Then  One  he  fmgles  from  the  Crew, 

And  cheers  the  happy  Hen  ; 
With  how  do  you  do,  and  hv)  do  you  do> 
And  how  do  you  do  again. 

Mach.  Ah  Jenny!  thou  art  a  dear  Slut. 

Trull.   Pray,  Madam,  Were  you  ever  in  keeping  ? 

Tazvd.  I  hope,  Madam,  I  han't  been  fo  Jong  upon  the  Town, 
but  I  have  met  withfome  good- fortune  as  well  as  my  Neighbours. 

Trull.  Pardon  me,  Madam,  I  meant  no  harm  by  the  Queftion ; 
'Twas  only  in  the  way  of  Converfation. 

Tawd.  Indeed,  Madam,  if  I  had  not  been  a  Fool,  I  might 
have  liv'd  very  handfomly  with  mylaft  Friend.  But  upon-  his 
miffing  five  Guineas,  he  turn'd  me  off.  Now  I  never  fufpecled 
he  had  counted  them. 

Slam.  Who  do  you  look  upon,  Madam,  as  your  bed  fort  of 
Keepers  ? 

Trull.  That,  Madam,  is  thereafter  as  they  be. 

Slam.  I,  Madam,  was  once  kept  by  a  Jew,  and  bating  their 
Religion,  to  Women  they  are  a  good  fort  of  People. 

Tazvd.  Now  for  my  Par.t,  I  own  I  like  an  old  Fellow  :  For 
we  always  make  them  pay  for  what  they  can't  do. 

Vix.  A  fpruce  Prentice  Jet  me  tell  you,  Ladies,  is  no  ill  thing, 
they  bleed  freely.  I  have  lent  at  leaf!  two  or  three  Dozen  of  them 
in  my  time  to  the  Plantations. 

Jen.  But  to  be  fure3  Sir,  with  fo  much  Good -fortune  as  you 
have  had  upon  the  Road,  you  mult  be  grown  immenfly  rich. 

Mach.  The  Road,  indeed,  hath  done  me  Julhce,  but  the 
Gaming-Table  hath  been  my  Ruin. 


A  I  R  XXIV.  When  once  I  lay  with  another  Man's  Wife,  &c. 


^H^9t3 


Jtr\'.?%he  Gameflers  and  Lawyers  are  Jugglers  alike, 
If  they  meddle,  your  all  is  in  Danger. 
Like  Gypfies,  if  once  they  can  finger  a  Soufe, 
Tour  Pockets  they  pick,  and  they  pilfer  your  Houfe, 
And  give  your  EJlate  to  a  Stranger, 
D 
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A  Man  of  Courage  fhould  never  put  any  thing  to  the  Rifk  but 
his  Life.  Thefe  are  the  Tools  of  a  Man  of  Honour.  Cards  and 
Dice  are  only  fit  forcowardly  Cheats,  who  prey  upon  their  Friends. 
[She  takes  up  his  Pijhl.  Tawdry  takes  up  the  other. 
Tawd.  This,  Sir,  is  fitter  for  your  Hand.  Befides  your  Lofs 
of  Money,  'tis  a  Lofs  to  the  Ladies.  Gaming  takes  you  off 
from  Women.  How  fond  could  I  be  of  you  !  but  before  Com- 
pany 'tis  ill  bred. 

Mach.  Wanton  Huflies  ! 

Jen.  I  muft  and  will  have  a  Kifs  to  give  my  Wine  a  Zeft. 
[They  take  him  about  the  Neck  arid  make  ftgns  to  Peach  urn 
and  ConjlabUs,  who  rujh  in  upon  him. 


SCENE        V. 

To  them,  Peachum  and  Cmjlabks. 

Peach.  I  feize  you,  Sir,  as  my  Prifoner. 

Mach.  Was  this  well  done,  jenny? Wromen  are  Decoy 

Ducks  \  who  can  trull  them  !  Beafts,  Jades,  Jilts,  Harpies, 
Furies,  Whores  ! 

Peach.  Your  Cafe,  Mr.  Macheath,  is  not  particular.  The 
preateft  Heroes  have  been  ruin'd  by  Women.  But,  to  do  them 
Juftice,  I  muft  own  they  are  a  pretty  fort  of  Creatures,  if  we 
could  truft  them.  You  muft  now,  Sir,  take  vour  Leave  of  the 
Ladies,  and  if  they  have  a  mind  to  make  you  a  Vrifit,  they  will 
be  fure  to  find  you  at  home.  This  Gentleman,  Ladies,  lodges  in 
Newgate.     Conftables,  wait  upon  the  Captain  to  his  Lodgings. 


A  I  R  XXV. 


When  firft  I  laid  Siege  to  my  Cblmt,  &c. 
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Mach.  At  tie  Tree  Ijhallfuffer  with  Pleafure, 
Jt  the  Tree  Ijhallfuffer  with  Pleafure} 
Let  me  go  where  I  will. 
In  all  kinds  of  III, 
I Jhallfind  nc  juch  Furies  as  theje  are.. 


Peach. 
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Peach.  Ladies,  I'll  take  care  the  Reckoning  fhall  be  difcharg'd. 
[Exit  Macheath*  guarded  zuitb  Pcachum  and  Corjlablcs. 


N 


VI. 


The  IVomcn  remain. 

Vix.  Look  ye,  Mrs.  Jenny,  though  Mr.  Peachum  may  have 
made  a  private  Bargain  With  you  and  Suky  Tawdry  for  betraying 
the  Captain,  as  we  were  all  affifting,  we  ought  all  to  (hare  alike. 

Coax.  I  think  Mr.  Peachum,  after  fo  long  an  Acquaintance, 
might  have  trufted  me  as  well  as  'Jenny  DSver. 

Slam.  I  am  fure  at  lead  three  Men  of  his  hanging,  and  in  a 
Year's  time  too,  (if  he  did  me  Juftice)  mould  be  fet  down  to 
my  Account. 

Trull.  Mrs.  Slammekins  that  is  not  fair.  For  you  know  one 
df  them  was  taken  in  Bed  with  me. 

Jenny.  As  far  as   a   Bowl   of  Punch   or  a  Treat,  I   believe 

Mrs.  Suky  will  join  with  me. »As  for  any  thing  elie,  Ladies, 

you  cannot  in  Confcience  expecl  it. 

Slam.  Dear  Madam 


Trull.  I  would  not  for  the  World- 
Slam.  'Tis  impoffible  for  me- 


Trull.  As  I  hope  to  be  fav'd,  A4adam   -  ■■ 

Slam.  Nay,  then  I  muft  ftay  here  all  Night ■ 

Trull.  Since  you  command  me.  [Exe.  uitb great  Ceremony. 


SCENE      VII.       Newgate. 

Lockit,  Turnkeys,  Macheath,  Cirjlables. 

Lock.  Noble  Captain,  you  are  welcome.  You  ha*e  not  been  a 
Lodger  of  mine*  this  Year  and  half.  You  know  the  Cuftom,  Sir. 
Garnifli,  Captain,  Garnifh.   Hand  me  down  thofe  Fetters  there.- 

Math.  Thofe,  Mr.  Lockit,  feem  to  be  the  heavieft  of  the  whole 
Set.     With  your  Leave,  I  mould  like  the  further  Pair  better. 

Lick.  Look  ye,  Captain,  we  know  what  is  fitted  for  ourPri- 
loners.     When  a  Gentleman  ufes  me  with  Civility,  I  always  do 

the  beft  I  can  to  pleafe  him.-— — Hand  them  down  I  fay. -We 

have  them  of  all  Prices,  from  one  Guinea  to  ten,  and  'tis  fitting 
every  Gentleman  fhould  pleafe  himlel-f, 

D  2  Mach. 
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Math.  I  underftand  you,  Sir.  [Gives  Money.]  The  Fees  here  are 
fo  many,  and  fo  exorbitant,  that  few  Fortunes  can  bear  the  Ex- 
pence  of  getting  off  handfomly,  or  of  dying  like  a  Gentleman. 

Lock.  Thofe,  I  fee,  will  fit  the  Captain  better — Take  down  the 
further  Pair.  Do  butexamine  them,  Sir. — Never  was  better  work. 

How  genteely  they  are  made  ! They  will  fit  as  eafy  as  a 

Glove,  and  the  niceft  Man  in  England  might  not  be  afham'd  to 
v/ear  them.  [He  puts  on  the  Chains.]  If  I  had  the  beft  Gentleman 
in  the  Land  in  my  Cuftody  I  could  not  equip  him  more  handfomly. 
And  fo,  Sir — I  now  leave  you  to  your  private  Meditations. 


i        N 
Macheath. 


VIIL 


AIR  XXVI.  Courtiers,  Courtiers,  think  it  no  Harm,  &c. 


Man  may  cfcape  from  Rope  and  Gun  ; 

Nay,  fame  have  out  liv'dtke  Doclor's  Pill; 

Who  takes  a  Woman  mujl  be  undone, 
That  BafiUJk  is  fur e  to  kill. 

The  Fly  that  ftps  Treacle  is  lojl  in  the  Sweets , 

So  he  that  tafles  Woman,  Wo?nan,  Woman, 
He  that  tafles  Woman,  ruin  meets. 
To  what  a  woful  Plight  have  I  brought  myfelf!  Here  mull  I 
(all  Day  long,  'till  I   am  hang'd)  be  conhn'd  to  hear  the  Re- 
proaches of  a  Wench  who  lays  her  Ruin  at  my  Door 1  am  in 

theCuftody  other  Father,  andtobefure, if  he  knowsofthe  matter, 

I  {hall  have  a  fine  time  on't  betwixt  this  and  my  Execution. 

But  I  promis'd  the  Wench  Marriage What  fignifies  a  Pro- 
mife to  a  Woman  ?  Does  not  Man  in  Marriage  itfelf  promife 
a  hundred  things  that  he  never  means  to  perform?  Do  all  we  can. 
Women  will  believe  us  ;  for   they   look   upon  a  Promife  as  an 

Excufe  for  following  their  own  Inclinations.- But  here  comes 

Lucxs  and  I  caunot  get  from  her. Wou'd  I  were  deaf ! 

J  ~  SCENE 
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C      E      N      E 


IX. 


Macheath,  Lucy. 

Lucy.  You  bafe  Man  you, how  can  you  look  me  in  the 

Face  after  what  hath  paffed  between  us? — See  here,  perfidious. 
Wretch,  how  I  am  forc'd  to  bear  about  the  Load  of  Infamy  you 

have  laid  upon  me O  Macheath  I  thou  haft  robb'd  me  of  my 

Quiet to  fee  thee  tortur'd  would  give  me  Pleafure. 

A  I  R  XXVII.     A  lovely  Lafs  to  a  Friar  came,  He. 
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Thus  when  a  good  Houfewife  fees  a  Rat  , 
»f        In  her  Trap  in  the  Morning  taken, 
With  Pleafure  her  Heart  goes  pit-a-pat, 
In  Revenge  for  her  Lofs  of  Bacon. 
Then  fhe  throws  him 
To  the  Dog  or  Cat, 
To  be  zvorrieel,  cruflfd  andfliaken. 

Mach.  Have  you  no  Bowels,  no  Tendernefs,  my  dear  Lucy, 
%o  fee  a  Husband  in  thefe  Circumftances  ? 

Lucy.  A  Husran  I  ! 

Mach.  In  ev'ry  RefpecT:  but  the  Form,  and  that,  my  Dear, 
may  be  faid  over  us  at  any  time. — Friends  fhould  not  infift  upon 
Ceremonies.  From  a  Man  of  Honour,  his  Word  is  as  wood  as 
his  Bond. 

Lucy.  'Tis  the  Pleafure  of  all  you  fine  Men  to  infult  the 
Women  you  have  ruin'd. 

D  3  AIR 
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AIR  X XVII I.  'Twas  when  the  Sea  was  roaring,  C3V. 


How  cruel  are  the  Traitor s, 
JVka  lye  and  fivear  injejf, 
.     JTo  cheat  unguarded  Creatures 
*•    '     Of  Virtue >  Fame,  and  Rejl ! 
Whoever  Jleah  a  Shilling^ 

Through  Shame  the  Guilt  conceals  : 
In  Love  the  perjur,d  Villain 
JFith  Boajls  the  Theft  reveals. 
Mach.  The  very  firft  Opportunity,  my  Dear,  (have  but  Pa* 
tience)  you  fhall  be  my  Wife  in  whatever  manner  you  pleafe. 

Lucy.  Infinuating  Monfter !  And  fc>  you  think  I  know  nothing  of 
the  Affair  of  Mifs  Polly  Peachum.—l  could  tear  thy  Eyes  out ! 

Mach.  Sure,  Lucy,  you  can't  be  fuch  a  Fool  as  to  be  jealous 
of  Polly  / 

Lucy.  Are  you  not  married  to  her,  you  Brute,  you. 
Mach.  Married  !  Very  good.  The  Wench  gives  it  out  only  to 
vex  thee,  and  to  ruin  me  in  thy  good  Opinion.  'Tis  true,  I  go 
to  the  Houfe  ;  I  chat  with  the  Girl,  I  kifs  her,  I  fay  a  thoufand 
things  to  her  (as  all  Gentlemen  do)  that  mean  nothing,  to  divert 
myfelf ;  and  now  the  filly  Jade  hath  let  it  about  that  I  am  mar- 
ried to  her,  to  let  me  know  what  fhe  would  be  at.  Indeed,  my 
dear  Lucy,  thefc  violent  Pafiions  may  be  of  ijl  cqnfequence  to  3 
Woman  in  your  Condition. 

Lucy.  Come,  come,  Captain,  for  all  your  AfTurance,  you. 
know  that  Mifs  Polly  hath  put  it  out  of  your  Power  to  do  me 
the  Juftice  you  promis'd  me. 

Mach.  A  jealous  Woman  believes  every  thing  her  Paifion 
fuggefts.  To  convince  you  of  my  Sincerity,  if  we  can  find  the 
Ordinary.,  I  fhall  have  no  Scruples  of  making  you  my  Wife} 
and  1  know  the  Confcquence  of  having  tyvo  at  a  time. 

Luc% 
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Lucy.  That  you  are  only  to  be  hang'd,  and  fo  get  rid  of  them 
both. 

Mach.  I  am  ready,  my  dear  Lucy,  to  give  you  Satisfaction 

if  you  think  there  is  any  in  Marriage. -What  can  a  Man  of 

Honour  fay  more  ? 

Lucy.  So  then,  it  feems,  you  are  not  married  to  Mifs  Polly. 

Mach.  You  know,  Lucy,  the  Girl  is  prodigioufly  conceited. 
No  Man  can  fay  a  civil  thing  to  her,  but  (like  other  fine  Ladies) 
her  Vanity  makes  her  think  he's  her  own  for  ever  and  ever. 

.AIR  XXIX.  The  Sun  had  loos'd  his  weary  Teams,  feV. 


The  fir  ft  time  at  the  Looking-glafs 

The  Mother  Jets  her  Daughter , 
The  Image  jlrlkei  the  fmlling  Lafs 

Tfrith  Self-love  ever  after, 
Each  time  jhe  looks,  /he,  fonder  grown, 

Thinks  ev'ry  Charm  groivsjlronger. 
But  alas,  vain  Maid,  all  Eyes  but  your  otvn 

Can  fee  you  are  not  younger. 

When  Women  confider  their  own  Beauties,  they  are  all  alike 
unreafonahle  in  their  Demands  ;  for  they  expect  their  Lovers 
fhould  like  them  as  long  as  they  like  themfelves. 

Lucy.  Yonder  is  my  Father perhaps  this  way  we  may  light 

upon  the  Ordinary,  who  (hall  try  if  you  will  be  as  good  as  your 
Word. -For  I  long;  to  be  made  an  honed  Woman. 


2atd£ 


S      C     E     N      E 


X. 


Peachum,  Lockit  with  an  Account-Book. 

Lock.  In  this  laft  Affair,  Brother  Peachum,  we  are  agreed.  You 
have  confented  to  go  halves  in  Macheath.  "*****•. 

Peach.  We  {hall  never  fall  out  about  an  Execution  — But  as 
to  that  Article,  pray  how  ftands  our  laft  Year's  Account  ? 

D  4  Lock. 
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Lock.  If  you  will  run  your  Eye  over  it,  you'll  find  'tis  fair  and 
clearly  ftated. 

Peach.  This  long  Arrearof  the  Government  is  very  hard  upon 
us  !  Can  it  be  expected  that  we  would  hang  our  Acquaintance  for 
nothing,  when  our  Betters  will  hardly  fave  theirs  without  being 
paid  for  it.  Unlefs  the  People  in  Employment  pay  better,  1  pro- 
mife  them  for  the  future,  I  fhall  let  other  Rogues  live  befides  their 
own. 

Lock.  Perhaps,  Brother,  they  are  afraid  thefe  Matters  may  be 
Carried  too  far.  We  are  treated  too  by  them  with  Contempt, 
as  if  our  Profeffion  were  not  reputable. 

Peach.  In  one  refpect  indeed  our  Employment  may  be  reckon'd 
difhoneft,  becaufc,  like  Great  Statefmen,  we  encourage  thofe 
who  betray  their  Friends. 

Lock.  Such  Language,  Brother,  any  where  elfe,  might  turn  to 
your  Prejudice.     Learn  to  be  more  guarded,  I  beg  you. 

AIR  XXX.     How  happy  are  we,  &c. 


— m^. 
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When  you  cenfure  the  Age, 

Be  cautious  and  J age, 
Left  the  Courtiers  offended jlmdd be  : 

If  you  mention  Vies  or  Bribe, 

'Tis  fo  pat  to  ad  the  Tribe  ; 
Each  cries That  was  level? d  at  me. 

Peach.  Here's  poor  Ned  Clincher's  Name,  I  fee.  Sure,  Brother 
Lockit,  there  was  a  little  unfair  Proceeding  in  Ned's  Cafe  :  for  he 
told  me  in  the  Condemn'd  Hold,  that  for  Value  receiv'd,  you  had 
promis'd  him  a  Seffion  or  two  longer  without  Moleftation. 

Lock.  Mr.  Peachton —this  is  the  fir  ft  time  my  Honour   was 

ever  call'd  in  Qneftion, 
'   Peach.   Bufinefs  is  at  an  end — -if  once  we  act  diflionourably. 

Lock.    Who  accuies  me  ? 

Peach.   You  are  warm,   Brother. 

Lock.  He  that  attacks  my  Honour,  attacks  my  Livelihood.— 

And  this  Uiagc — . — Sir is  not  to  be  borne. 

Peach, 
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Peach.  Since  you  provoke  me  to  fpeak 1  muft  tell  you  too, 

that  Mrs.  Coaxer  charges  you  with  defrauding  her  of  her  Informa- 
tion-Money, for  the  apprehending  of  curl-pated  Hugh.  Indeed, 
indeed,  Brother,  we  muft  punctually  pay  our  Spies,  or  we  fhall 
have  no  Information. 

Lock.  Is  this  Language  to  me,  Sirrah, who  have  fav'd  you 

from  the  Gallows,  Sirrah  !  \Collering  each  other. 

Peach.  If  I  am  hang'd,  it  {hall  be  for  ridding  the  World  of  an 
arrant  Rafcal. 

Lock.  This  Hand  fhall  do  the  Office  of  the  Halter  you  deferve, 
and  throttle  you you  Dog  !• 


Peach.  Brother,  Brother We  are  both  in  the  Wrong- 


We  fhall  be  both  Lofers  in  the  Difpute for  you  know  we 

have  it  in  our  Power  to  hang  each  other.  You  mould  not  be  fo 
paffionate. 

Lock.  Nor  you  fo  provoking. 

Peach.  'Tis  our  mutual  Interefl;  'tis  for  the  Intereft  of  the 
World  we  fhould  agree.  If  I  faid  any  thing,  Brother,  to  the 
Prejudice  of  your  Character,  I  afk  pardon. 

Lock.  Brother  Peachum 1  can  forgive  as  well  as  refent. 

-r-Give  me  your  Hand.     Sufpicion  does  not  become  a  Friend. 

Peach.  I  only  meant  to  give  you  Occafion  to  juftify  yourfelf: 
But  I  muft  now  ftep  home,  for  I  expect  the  Gentleman  about  this 
Snuff-box,  that  Filch  nimm'd  two  Nights  ago  in  the  Park.  I  ap- 
pointed him  at  this  Hour. 

c9<i>  <•£!&>  <§&  8<b  &&&&  S(h  &fo  &(b  $%>  ■§&&%>&&  $Ch  c9&  Sfo  <§&  c§&  c9&  3&  <SH» 
cv&  W  "oS3  ciF  "-W  ^S3  C3S>  <W  W  "-3S3  'W  ^fr  ^S3  ^S3  'its'  ^  W  cof  *%&  :b&  ^S3 

SCENE        XL 

Lockit,  Lucy. 

Lock.  Whence  come  you,  Huffy  ? 

Lucy.  My  Tears  might  anfwer  that  Queftion. 

Lock.  You  have  then  been  whimpering  and  fondling,  like  a 
Spaniel,    over  the  Fellow  that  hath  abus'd  you. 

Lucy.  One  can't  help  Love  ;  one  can't  cure  it.  'Tis  not  in 
my  Power  to  obey  you,  and  hate  him. 

Lock.  Learn  to  bear  your  Hufband's  Death  like  a  reafonable 
Woman.  'Tis  not  the  fafhion,  now-a-days,  fo  much  as  to  affect: 
Sorrow  upon  thefe  Occaiions.  No  Woman  would  ever  marry,  if 
me  had  not  the  Chance  of  Mortality  for  a  Releafe.  Act  like  a 
Woman  of  Spirit,  Huffy,  and  thank  your  Father  for  what  he  is 
doing. 

A  IR 
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AIR  XXXI.  Of  a  noble  Race  was  Sbenkin. 


Tj\icv.  Is  then  his  Fate  decreed,  Sir  f 

Such  a  Man  can  I  think  sf  quitting  f 
When  firfl  we  met,  fo  moves  me  yet, 
Ofee  how  my  Heart  isfplitting  ! 

Lock.  Look  ye,  Lucy — There  is  no  favi#)ghirn. — So,  I  think, 

you  muft  ev'n  do  like  other  Widows^ buy  yeurfeif  Weeds, 

and  be  chearful. 

A  I  R     XXXII, 


^Hfe 


You'll  think  ere  many  Days  enfue 

This  Sentence  not  fever e  j 
I  hang  your  Hujband,  Child,  'tis  truer 

But  with  him  hang  your  Cure. 
Twang  dang  ditto  dee. 

Like  a  good  Wife,  go  moan  over  your  dyins;  Hufband.  That, 
Child  is  your  Dur^-Confider,  Girl,  you  can't  have  the  Man 
and  the  Money  too — fo  make  yourfelfas  eafy  as  you  can,  by 
getting  all  you  can  from  him. 

SCENE 
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SCENE       XII. 

Lucy,  Macheath. 

Lucy.  Though  the  Ordinary  was  out  of  the  way  to-day,  I  hope* 
my  Dear,  you  will,  upon  the  firft  Opportunity,  quiet  my  Scruples 

i -Oh  Sir  !■ -my  Father's  hard  heart  is  not  to  be  fqften'd, 

and  I  am  in  the  utrnoft  Defpair, 

Mach.  But  if  i  could  raifeafmall  Sum  ^  Would  not  twenty 
Guineas,  think  you,  move  him  ?-^— Of  all  the  Arguments  in 


the  way  of  iSufjnefs,  the  Perquifite  is  the  moft  prevailing- 
Your  Father's  Perquifites  for  the  Efcape  of  Prifoners  muff  amount 
to  a  confiderable  Sum  in  the  Year.  Money  well  tim'd,  and  pro-? 
perly  apply'd,  will  do  any  thing, 


XXXIII.     London  Ladies. 


If  you  at  an  Office  folicit  your  Due, 

And  would  not  have  Matters  neglcfled  ; 
You  muft  quicken  the  Clerk  with  the  Perquiftte  too, 

To  do  what  his  Duty  direSled. 
Or  would  you  the  Froivns  of  a  Lady  prevent^ 

She  tog  has  this  palpable  Failing, 
The  Perquiftte  fcftens  her  into  Confeni ; 

That  Reafon  with  all  is  prevailing. 

Lucy.  What  Love  or  Money  can  dp  fhall  be  dsas:  for  all  mv 
Comfort  depends  upon  your  Safety. 

S  C  E  N  E 
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N      E 


XIII. 


Lucy,   Macheath,  Polly. 

Polly.  Where  is  my  dear  Husband  ? Was  a  Rope  ever  in- 
tended for  this  Neck  ! O  let  me  throw  my  Arms  about  it, 

and  throttle  thee  with  Love  ! Why  doft  thou  turn  away  from 

me?' 'Tis  thy  Polly — 'Tis  thy  Wife. 

Mach.  Was  ever  luch  an  unfortunate  Rafcal  as  I  am  ! 

Lucy.   Was  there  ever  fuch  another  Villain  ! 

Polly.  O  Macheath  I  was  it  for  this  we  parted  ?  Taken  \  Im- 
prifon'd  !  Try'd  !  Hang*d — cruel  Reflection  !  I'll  flay  with  thee 
'till  Death — no  Force  (hall  tear  thy  dear  Wife  from  thee  now. — ■ — 
What  means  my  Lover — —Not  one  kind  Word  !  not  one  kind 
Look  !  think  what  thy  Polly  fuffers  to  fee  thee  in  this  Condition. 

A  I  R  XXXIV.     All  in  the  Downs,  l3c. 


Thus  when  the  Swallow  feeking  Prey, 

Within  the  Sajl)  is  clofely  pent, 
His  Con  for t,  with  bemoaning  Lay , 

Without  fits  pining  for  th'  Event. 
Her  chat? ring  Lovers  all  around  her  flcim  ; 
She  heeds  them  not  (poor  Bird!)  her  Soul's  with  him. 
Mach.  I  mud  difown  her.   [Jfide  ]  The  Wench  is  diftraaed. 
Lucy.   Am  I  then  bilk'd  of  my  Virtue  ?  Can  I  have  no  Repa- 
ration ?   Sure  Men   were  born   to  lie,  and  Women  to  believe 
them  !   O  Villain  !    Villain! 

Polly.  Ami  not  thy  Wife  I Thy  Neglett  of  me,  thy  Aver- 

Hon  to  me  too  feverely  proves  it. Look  on  me.- Tell  me, 

am  I  not  thy  Wife  ?  Lucy. 
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Lucy.  Perfidious  Wretch  ! 

Potty.   Barbarous  Husband  ! 

Lucy.  Hadft  thou  been  hang'd  five  Months  ago,  I  had  been 
happy. 

Polly.  And  I  too If  you  had  been  kind  to  me  'till  Death, 

it  would  not  have  vexed  me-^ And  that's  no  very  unreafonable 

Requeft,  (though  from  a  Wife)  to  a  Man  who  hath  not  above 
feven  or  eight  Days  to  live. 

Lucy.  Art  thou  then  married  to  another  ?  Haft  thou  two 
Wives,  Monfter  ? 

Mach.  If  Women's  Tongues  can  ceafe  for  an  Anfwer 

hear  me. 

Lucy.  I  won't. — Flelh  and  Bl-ood  can't  bear  my  Ufage. 

Polly.  Shall  I  not  claim  my  own  ?  Juftice  bids  me  fpeak. 


A  I  R  XXXV.  Have  you  heard  of  a  frolickfome  Ditty,  &u        *2       '  /, 


Mach.      How  happy  could  I  be  with  either, 

Were  t'other  dear  Charmer  away  ! 
But  while  you  thus  teaze  me  together , 
To  neither  a  Word  will  I  Jay  ; 
But  tol  de  rol,  &c. 

Polly.  Sure,  my  Dear,  there  ought  to  be  fome  Preference 
fhewn  to  a  Wife  !  At  leaft  {he  may  claim  the  Appearance  of  it. 
He  muft  be  diftracted  with  his  Misfortunes,  or  he  coujd  not  ufe 
me  thus. 

Lucy.  O  Villain,  Villain  !  thou  haft  deceiv'd  me 1  could 

even  inform  againft  thee  with  Pleafure.  Not  a  Prude  wifhes 
more  heartily  to  have  Facls  againft  her  intimate  Acquaintance, 
than  I  now  wifh  to  have  Fa&s  againft  thee.  I  would  have  her 
Satisfaction,  and  they  ftiould  all  out. 

A  I  R 
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A  I  R    XXXVL     Irljh  Trot: 
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Polly.    I  am  bubbled, 

Lucy. /v^  bubbled. 

Polly.    0  how  I  am  troubled! 
Lucy.  Bambouzled,  and  bit  / 

Polly. j^|  Dijlrejfes  are  doubled. 

Lucy.  When  you  come  to  the  Tree,  /hould  the  Hangman  refufe, 

Thcfe  Fingers,  with  Pkafure,  could  fajlen  the  Noofe. 
Polly,    rm  bubbled,  &c. 

Mach.  Be  pacified,  my  dear  Z.«^-— This  is  all  a  Fetch  of 
Polly's,  to  make  me  defperate  with  you  in  cafe  1  get  off.  If  1 
am  hang'd,  {he  would  fain  have  the  Credit  of  being  thought  my 

Widow Really,  Polly,  this  is  no  time  for  a  Difpute  of  tht3 

iort ;  for  whenever  you  are  talking  of  Marriage,  1  am  thinking 
of  Hanging. 

Polly.  And  haft  thou  the  Heart  to  perfift  in  difowning  me? 
.    Mach.  And  haft  thou  the  Heart  to  perfift  in  perfuading  me  that 
I  am  married  ?  Why,  Polly,   doft  thou  feek   to  aggravate  my 
Misfortunes  \ 

Lucy.  Really,  Mifs  Peachum,  you  but  expofe  yourfelf.  Be* 
fides,  'tis  barbarous  in  you  to  worry  a  Gentleman  in  his  Cir* 
cumftances. 


A  I  R 
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Polly.        Ceafe  your  Funning  ; 

Force  or  Cunning 
Never  Jhall  my  Heart  trapan. 

All  tbefe  Sallies 

Are  but  Malice 
To /educe  my  conjlant  Man. 

'Tis  mojl  certain.) 

By  their  flirting 
Women  oft'  have  Envyjhow* 

Pleas' d,  to  ruin 

Others  wooing ; 
Never  happy  in  their  own  r 

Polly.  Decency,  Madam,  methinks  might  teach  you  to  behave, 
yourfelf  with  fome  Referve  with  the  Husband,  while  his  Wife  is 
prefent. 

Mach.  But  ferioufly,  Polly,  this  is  carrying  the  Joke  a  Tittle 
too  far. 

Lucy.  If  you  are  determin'd,  Madam,  to  raife  a  Difturbance 
in  the  Prifon,  I  fhall  be  oblig'd  to  fend  for  the  Turnkey  to  fhew 
vou  the  Door.  I  am  forry,  Madam,  you  force  me  to  be  fo 
ill-bred. 

Polly.  Give  me  leave  to  tell  you,  Madam  :  Thefe  forward 
Airs  don't  become  you  in  the  leaft,  Madam.  And  my  Duty, 
Madam,  obliges  me  to  flay  with  my  HuOand,  Madam. 


A  I  R 
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A  I  R    XXXVIII.     Good-morrov 


A  I  R    XXXVIII.     Good-morrow,  Goffip  Joan. 


Lucy.    Why  how  now,  Madam  Flirt  ? 
If  you  thus  mufl  chatter ; 
And  are  for  flinging  Dirt, 

Let's  try  who  beji  can  f patter  ; 

Madam  Flirt. 

Polly.    Why  hotv  now,  faucy  fade ; 
Sure  the  Wench  is  tipfy  ! 
Hozv  can  you  fee  me  made 
The  Scoff 'of  fuch  a  Gipfy  ? 

Saucy  fade  ! 


[To  him. 
[To  her. 


SCENE 


XIV. 


Lucy,  Macheath,  Polly,  Peachum. 
Peach.  Where's  my  Wench  ?  Ah  Huffy  !   Huffy  '- 


-Come 
you  home,  you  Slut;  and  when  your  Fellow  is  hang'd,  hang 
yourfelf,  to  make  your  Family  fome  Amends. 

Polly.  Dear,  dear  Father,  do  not  tear  me  from  him 1  muff 

fpeak  ;  I  have  more  to  fay  to  him — Oh!  twift  thy  Fetters  about 
me,  that  he  may  not  haul  me  from  thee  ! 

Peach.  Sure  all  Women  are  alike  1  If  ever  they  commit  the 
Folly,  they  are  fure  to  commit  another  by  expofing  themfelves-^- 

Away Not  a  Word  mate You  are  my  Prifoner,  now, 

Huffy. 


A  I  R 


kail  /The  BEGGAR'S  OPERA.  6$ 

A  I  R    XXXIX.     Jrtjb  Howl.  ^^/ 


vS/jFlk^ 


No  Poiver  on  Earth  can  e'er  divide 
The  Knot  that  facred  Love  hath  tyd. 
TVhen  Parents  draw  again/1  our  Mind\ 
The  True- Love's  Knot  they  f after  bind. 

Oht  oh  ray,  oh  Atnborah oh,  oh,   tkc. 


[Holding  Macheath;  Peachum  pulling  her. 


fof 
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SCENE        XV. 
Lucy,  Macheath. 
I  am  naturally  companionate,  Wife;  fo  that  T  could 
not  ufethe  Wench  as  (he  deferv'd;  which  made  you  atfiriifufpedl 
there  was  fomething  in  what  fhe  faid. 

Lucy.  Indeed,   my  Dear,  I  was  ftransely  puzzled. 

Macb.  If  that  had  heen  the  Cafe,  her  Father  would  never  have 

brought   me  into  this  Circumftance- — '-No,  Lucy, 1  had 

rather  die  than  be  falfe  to  thee. 

Lucy.  How  happy  am  I,  if  you  fay  this  from  your  Heart  ! 
For  I  love  thee  fo,  that  I  could  iooner  bear  to  fee  thee  hang'd 
than  in  the  Arms  of  another. 

Macb.  But  could'ft  thou  bear  to  fee  me  hang'd  ? 
Lucy.  O  Macheath,  I  can  never  live  to  fee  that  Day. 
Mach.  You  fee,  Lucy ;  in   the  Account  of  Love  you  are  in 
my  Debt,  and  you  muft  now  be  convinced,  that  I  rather  choofe 

to  die  than  be  another's. Make  me,  if  poffible,  love  thee 

rnqre,  and  let  me  owe  my  Life  to  thee -If  you  refufe  to  aflift 

E  me, 


J 
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me,  Peachum  and  your  Father  will  immediately  put  me  beyond 
all  means  of  Efcape. 

Lucy.  My  Father,  I  know,  hath  been  drinking  hard  with  the 
Prifoners  :  and  I  fancy  he  is  now  taking   his  Nap  in   his   own 

Room If  I  can  procure  the  Keys,  mail  I  go  off  with  thee, 

my  Dear  ? 

Mach.  If  we  are  together,  'twill  be  impoflible  to  lie  conceal'd. 
As  foon  as  the  Search  begins  to  be  a  little  cool,  I  will  fend  to 
tnee 'Till  then  my  Heart  is  thy  Prifoner. 

Lucy.  Come  then,    my  dear  Husband owe  thy  Life  to 

me- and  though  you  love  me  not be  grateful, but 

that  Polly  runs  in  my  Head  ftrangely. 

Mack.  A  moment  of  Time  may  make  us  unhappy  for  ever. 

AIR    XL.     The  Lafs  oiPatiis  Mill,  &c. 
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Lucy.    I  like  the  Fox  Jhall  grieve , 

IVbofe  Mate  bath  left  her  Side, 
IVbom  Hounds  from  Morn  to  Eve> 

Chafe  o'er  the  Country  wide. 
Where  can  my  Lover  hide  ? 

Where  cheat  the  wary  Pack  f 
If  Love  be  not  his  Guide., 

He  never  will  come  back  ! 


ACT 
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ACT      III.      SCENE    I, 
SCENE,    Newgate. 

L    O    C    K   I  T,    L   U  C    T. 

Lock,  f  B'AO  be  fure,   Wench,  you  muft  have  been  aiding  and 
I       abetting  to  help  him  to  this  Efcape. 

Lucy.  Sir,  here  hath  been  Peachum  and  his  Daughter 
Polly,  and  to  be  fure  they  know  the  Ways  of  Newgate  as  well 
as  if  they  had  been  born  and  bred  in  the  Place  all  their  Lives. 
Why  muft  all  your  Sufpicion  light  upon  me  ? 

Lock.  Lucy,  Lucy,  I  will  have  none  of  thefe  fhuffling  An- 
fwers. 

Lucy.  Well  then If  I  know  any  thing  of  him  I  with  I 

may  be  burnt  ! 

Lock.  Keep  your  Temper,  Lucy,  or  I  fhall  pronounce  you 
guilty. 

Lucy,  Keep  yours,  Sir, 1  do  with  I  may  be  burnt.  I  do—* 

And  what  can  I  fay  more  to  convince  you  ? 

Lock.  Did  he  tip  handfomly  ? How  much  did  he  come 

down  with  ?  Come,  Huffy,  don't  cheat  your  Father  ;  and  I  fhall 
not  be  angry  with  you Perhaps,  you  have  made  a  better  Bar- 
gain with  him  than  I  could  have  done How  much,  my  good 

Girl  ? 

Lucy.  You  know,  Sir,  I  am  fond  of  him,  and  would  have 
given  Money  to  have  kept  him  with  me. 

Lock.  Ah  Lucy!  thy  Education  might  have  put  thee  more 
upon  thy  Guard  ;  for  a  Girl  in  the  Bar  of  an  Ale-houfeis  always 
befieg'd. 

Lucy.'  Dear  Sir,  mention  not  my  Education— -for  'twas  to 
that  I  owe  my  Ruin., 


E  2 
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AIR    XLI.     If  Love's  a  fweet  Paffion,  &V. 


^mm. 


JJ^en  young  at  the  Bar  you  fir  ft  taught  me  to  /core, 
And  bid  me  be  free  of  my  Lips,  and  no  more ; 
I  was  kifs'd  by  the  Parfon,  the  Squire,  and  the  Sot. 
fVhen  the  Guejl  was  departed,  the  Kifs  was  forgot. 
But  his  Kifs  zvasfo  fweet,  andfo  clofely  he  preji, 
That  I  languijh'd  and  pin  d  till  I  granted  the  reft. 

If  you  can  forgive  me,  Sir,  I  will  make  a  fair  Confeflion,  for  to 
be  fure  he  hath  been  a  moft  barbarous  Villain  to  me. 

Lock.  And  fo  you  have  let  him  efcape,  Huffy Have  you  ? 

Lucy.  When  a  Woman  loves ;  a  kind  Look,  a  tender  Word  can 
perfuade  her  to  any  thing And  I  could  ask  no  other  Bribe. 

Lock.  Thou  wilt  always  be  a   vulgar  Slut,   Lucy. If  you 

would  not  be  look'd  upon  as  a  Fool,  you  fhould  never  do  any 
thing  but  upon  the  foot  of  Intereft.  Thofe  that  a£t  otherwife 
are  their  own  Bubbles. 

Lucy.  But  Love,  Sir,  is  a  Misfortune  that  may  happen  to  the 

moft  difcreet  Women,  and  in  Love  we  are  all  Fools  alike 

Notwithstanding  all  he  fwore,  I  am  now  fully  convine'd  that 
Polly  Peacbum  is  actually  his  Wife. — Did  I  let  him  efcape,  (Fool 
that  I  was  f)  to  go  to  her  ? — Polly  will  wheedle  herfelf  into  his 
.Money,  and  then  Peachwn  will  hang  him,  and  cheat  us  both. 

Lock.  So  I  am  to  be  ruin'd,  becaufe,  forfooth,  you  muft  be 
in  Love  i a  very  pretty  Excuie  ! 

Lucy,  i  could  murder  that  impudent  happy  Strumpet  : — I  gave 
hs'rrj..his  Life,  and  that  Creature  enjoys  the  Sweets  of  it. Un- 
grateful Macheath  !                                                              A  J  R 
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A  I  R    XLII.     South-Sea  Ballad. 


cuccfi* 


My  Love  is  all  Madnefs  and  Folly, 

Alone  I  lie, 
Tofs,  tumble,  and  cry, 
What  a  happy  Creature  /j  Polly  ! 
Was  e'er  fuch  a  Wretch  as  I ! 
With  rage  I  redden  like  Scarlet, 
That  my  dear  inconjlant  Varlet, 

Stark  blind  to  my  Charms, 
Is  lojl  in  the  Arms 
Of  that  Jilt,  that  inveigling  Harlot  ! 

Stark  blind  to  my  Charms, 

Is  loft  in  the  Arms 
Of  that  Jilt,  that  inveigling  Harlot ! 
ThisT  this  my  Refentment  alarms. 

Lock.  And  fo,  after  all  this  Mifchief,  I  muft  ftay  here  to  be 

entertain'd  with  your  Catterwauling,  Mrs.  Pufs  ! Out  of  my 

Sight,  wanton  Strumpet  !  you  {hall  faft  and  mortify  yourfelf  into 
Reafpn,  with  now  and  then  a  little  handfom  Difcipline  to  bring 
you  to  your  Senfes.— Go. 


SCENE 


II. 


Lockit. 
Peachum  then   intends  to  outwit  me  in   this  Affair  ;  but   I'll 

be  even  with  him. — —The  Dog  is  leaky  in  his  Liquor,  (o  I'll 

E  3  ply 
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ply  him  that  way,  get  the  Secret  from  him,  and  turn  this  Affair 
to  my  own  Advantage. — Lions,  Wolves,  and  Vultures  don't  live 
together  in  JJerds,  Droves  or  Flocks. — Of  all  Animals  of  Prey, 
Man  is  the  onjy  fociable  one.  Every  one  of  us  preys  upon  his 
Neighbour,  and  yet  we  herd  together  — Peachum  is  my  Compa-' 
nion,  my  Friend. — According  to  the  Cuflom  of  the  World,  in- 
deed, he  may  q  uote  thoufands  of  Precedents  for  cheating  me ■ 

And  fhall  not  I  make  ufe  of  the  Privilege  of  Friendfhip  to  make 
him  a  Return. 

AIR    XLIII.     Packingtons  Pound. 
I 


l&gj^l 


5jg||igp|ife 


ihrr. 


Thus,  Gamejlers  united  in  Friendfhip  are  found ', 
though  they  know  that  their  Indujiry  all  is  a  Cheat  5 
They  Jlock  to  their  Prey  at  the  Dice- Box's  Soundj 
And  join  to  promote  one  another's  Deceit. 

But  if  by  mijhap 

They  fail  of  a  Chap, 
To  keep  in  their  Hands,   they  each  other  entrap. 
Like  Pikes,  lank  with  Hunger,  who  mifs  of  their  Ends$ 
They  bite  their  Cojnpanions,  and  prey  on  their  Friends. 

Now,  Peachum,  you  and  I,  like  honeft  Tradefmen,  are  to 
have  a  fair  Trial  which  of  us  two  can  over-reach  the  other— — 

Lucy. [Enter  Lucy.]    Are  there    any  of  Peachum' 's    People 

now  in  the  Houfe  ? 

Lucy.  Filch,  Sir,  is  drinking  a  Quartern  of  Strong-Waters  in 
the  next  Room  with  Black  Moll. 

Lock.  Bid  him  come  to  me. 


SCENE 
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SCENE 


III. 


Lockit,  Filch. 

Lock.  Why,  Boy,  thou  lookeft  as  if  thou  wert  half  ftarv'd  ; 
like  a  fhotten  Herring. 

Filch.  One  had  need  have  the  Conftitution  of  a  Horfe  to  go 

through  the  Bufinefs. Since  the  favourite  Child-getter  was 

difabled  by  a  Mifhap,  I  have  pick'd  up  a  little  Money  by  help- 
ing the  Ladies  to  a  Pregnancy  againft  their  being  call'd  down  to 

Sentence. But  if  a  Man  cannot  get  an  honeft  Livelihood  any 

eafier  way,  I  am  fure,  'tis  what  I  can't  undertake  for  another 
Serlion. 

Lock.  Truly,  if  that  great  Man  mould  tip  off,  'twould  be  an 
irreparable  Lofs.     The  Vigor  and  Prowefs  of  a  Knight-Errant 

never  fav'd  half  the  Ladies  in  Diflrefs  that  he  hath  done. 

But,  Boy,  canft  thou  tell  me  where  thy  Mailer  is  to  be  found? 

Filch    At  his  *  Lock,  Sir,  at  the  Crooked  Billet. 

Lock.  Very  well.— I  have  nothing  more  with  you.  [Ex.  Filch.] 
I'll  go  to  him  there,  for  I  have  many  important  Affairs  to  fettle 
with  him  ;  and  in  the  way  of  thofe  Tranfa£tions,  I'll  artfully 
get  into  his  Secret — So  that  Machcaih  fhall  not  remain  a  Day 
longer  out  of  my  Clutches. 


SCENE    IV.     A  Gaming-Houfe. 

Macheath  in  a  fine  tarnijh'd  Coaty  Ben  Budge,  Matt  of  the 
Mint. 

Mach.  I  am  forry,  Gentlemen,  the  Road  was  fo  barren  of 
Money.  When  my  Friends  are  in  Difficulties,  I  am  always  glad 
that  my  Fortune  can  be  ferviceable  to  them.  [Gives  them  Money.] 
You  fee,  Gentlemen,  I  am  not  a  mere  Court  Friend,  who  pro- 
feffes  every  thing  and  will  do  nothing. 

*  A  Cant  Word,  fignijying,  a  Jfareboufe  where  dole/2  Goods  are  de- 
pofited. 


A  I  R 
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A  I  R    XLIV.     Lillibullero. 


7/k  Modes  of  the  Court  fo  common  are  groivn, 

"That  a  true  Friend  can  hardly  be  ?net ; 
Friendftnp  for  Interejl  is  but  a  Loan, 
Which  they  let  out  for  what  they  can  get. 

"Its  true,  you  find 

Some  Friends  fo  kind, 
IVJjo  will  give  you  good  Counfel  themfehes  to  defend. 

In  jorroivful  D.itty, 

They  promife,  they  pity, 
But  Jhjft  for  your  Money,  from  Friend  to  Friend. 

But  we,  Gentlemen,  have  frill  Honour  enough  to  break  through 

the  Corruptions  of  the  World. >And  while  I  can  ferve  you, 

you  may  command  me. 

Ben.  It  grieve*  my  Heart  that  fo  generous  a  Man  fliould  be  ill— 
volv'd  in  fuch  Difficulties,  as  oblige  him  to  live  with  fuch  ill 
Company,  and  herd  with  Gamefters. 

Matt.  See  the  Partiality  of  Mankind  ! One  Man  may  flea! 

a  Horfe,  better  than  another  look  over  a  Hedge, Of  all  Me- 
chanics, of  all  ferviie  Handicrafts-men,  a  Gamefter  is  the  vil-eft. 
But  yet,  a%imany  of  the  Quality,  are  of  the  Profeffion,  he  i?  ad- 
mitted ainongft  the  politeft  Company.  1  wonder  we  are  not  more 
refpeCied . 

'  Mach.  There  will  be  deep  Play  to-night  at  Mary-bone,  and  con- 
sequently Money  may  be  pick'd  up  upon  the  Road.  Meet  me 
there-,  and  I'll  give  you  the  Hint  who  is  worth  Setting. 

Matt.  The  Fellow  with  a  brown  Coat  with  a  narrow  Gold 
Bindings  I  3m  told,  is  never  without  Money. 

Mach.    What  do  you  mean,  Matt  ? — Sure  you  will  not  think 

of  meddling  with  him  i He's  a  good  honefl  kind  of  a  Fellow, 

and  cue  of  us. 

Ben, 
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Ben.  To  be  fure,  Sir,  we  will  put  ourfelves  under  your  Di- 
rection. 

Macb.  Have  an  Eye  upon  the  Money-Lenders. A  Rouleau, 

or  two,  would  prove  a  pretty  fort  of  an  Expedition.  I  hate  Ex- 
tortion. 

Malt.  Thofe  Rouleaus  are  very  pretty  Things. 1  hate  your 

Bank  Bills.- There  is  fuch  a  Ha.zard  in  putting  them  oft. 

Macb.  There  is  a  certain  Man  of  Diftinc~tion,  who  in  his  Time 
hath  nick'd  me  out  of  a  great  deal  of  the  Ready,     He  is  in  my 

Cafh,  Ben  ; I'll  point  him  out  to  you  this  Evening,  and  you 

fhall  draw  upon  him  for  the  Debt. The  Company  are  met  ; 

I  hear  the  Dice  Box  in  the  other  Room.  So,  Gentlemen,  your 
Servant.     Ypu'l!  meet  me  at  Mary- bone. 

SCENE     V,        Peachurn'j  Lock. 

A  Table  ivhh  Wine,  Brandy,  Pipes  and  Tobacco. 

Peachum,  Lockit. 

LocL  The  Coronation  Account,  Brother  Peachum,  Is  of  \o  in- 
tricate a  nature,  that  1  believe  it  will  never  be  fettled. 

Peach.  It  confiits  indeed  of  a  great  Variety  of  Articles.- — — 

It  was  worth  to  our  People,  in  Fees  of  different  kinds,  above  ten 

lutralments. — -This  is  part  of  the  Account,  Brother,  that 

lies  open  before  us. 

Lock.  4  Lady's  Tail  of  rich  Brocade -that,  I  fee    is 

difpos'd  of. 

Peach.  To  Mrs.  Diana  Trapes,  the  Tally-Woman,  and  (he 
will  make  a  good  Hand  on't  in  Shoes  and  Slippers,  to  trick  out 
young  Ladies,  upon  their  going  into  Keeping. . 

Lock.   But  I  don't  fee  any  Article  of  the  Jewels. 

Peach.  Thofe  are  fo  well  known  that  they'muft  be  fent 
abroad— You'll  find  them  enter'd  under  the  Airide  of  Exporta- 
tion.  As  for  the  Snuff-  Boxes,  Watches,  Swords,  &V. __ 

I  thought  it  beft  to  enter  them  under  their  feveral  Heads. 

Lock.  Seven  and  twenty  Women's  Pockets  complete  ;  with 
the  feveral  things  therein  contained  ;  all  Seal'd,  Number'd,  and 
Enter'd. 

Peach.  But,  Brother,  it  is  impoffible  for  us  now  to  enter  upon 
this  Affair, — We  fhould  have  the  whole  Day  before  us,— Befides 
the  Account  of  the  la  ft  Half  Year's  Plate  is  in  a  Book  by  itlelf, 
which  lies  at  the  other  Office* 

%  Lock. 
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Lock.  Bring  us  then  more  Liquor To-day  fhall  be  for  Plea- 

fure — To-morrow  for  Bufinefs — Ah,  Brother,  thofe  Daughters 

«f  ours  are  two  flippery  Huffies Keep  a  watchful  Eye  upon 

Polly,  and  Macheatb  in  a  Day  or  two  fhall  be  our  own  again. 

AIR    XLV.     Down  in  the  North  Country,  &c. 


Lock.    What  Gudgeons  are  we  Men  ! 
Ev'ry  Woman's  eafy  Prey. 
Though  we  have  felt  the  Hook,  agen 
We  bite  and  they  betray. 

The  Bird  that  hath  been  trapt, 

When  he  hears  his  calling  Mate, 
To  her  he  flies,  again  he's  clapt 

Within  the  wiry  Grate. 

PeachA^0>vX  what  fignifies  catching  the  Bird,  if  your  Daughter 
Lucy  will  fet  open  the  Door  of  the  Cage  ? 

Lock.   If  Men   were    anfwerable  for  the  Follies  and   Frailties 
of  their  Wives  and   Daughters,  no  Friends  could  keep  a  good 

Correspondence  together  for  two  Days. This  is  unkind  of 

you,  Brother ;  for  among  good  Friends,  what  they  fay  or  do 
goes  for  nothing. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Scrv.  Sir,  here's  Mrs.  Diana  Trapes  wants  to  fpeak  with  you. 

Peach.  Shall  we  admit  her,  Brother  Lockii? 

Lock.  By  all  means,'        She's  a  good  Cuftomer,  and  a  fme- 

fpoken  Woman -And  a  Woman  who  drinks  and  talks  fo 

freely,   will  enliven  the  Converfation. 

Peach.  Defire  her  to 'walk  in.  ■  {Exit  Servant. 


SCENE 
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SCENE    VI. 

Peachum,  Lockit,  Mrs.  Trapes. 

Peach.  Dear  Mrs.  Dye,  your  Servant One  may  know  by 

your  Kifs,  that  your  Ginn  is  excellent. 

Trapes.  I  was  always  very  curious  in  my  Liquors. 

Lock.  There  is  no  perfum'd  Breath  like  it — I  have  been  long 
acquainted  with  the  Flavour  of  thofe  Lips — Han't  I,  Mrs.  Dye. 

Trapes.  Fill  it  up 1  take  as  large  Draughts  of  Liquor,  as 

I  did  of  Love. 1  hate  a  Flincher  in  either. 


AIR    XLVI.     A  Shepherd  kept  Sheep,  :&c 


2£%o 


In  the  Days  of  my  Youth  I  could  bill  like  a  Dove,  fa,  la,  la,  &c. 
Like  a  Sparrow  at  all  times  was  ready  for  Love,  fa,  la,  la,  &c. 
The  Life  of  all  Mortals  in  KiJJing  Jhould  pafs, 
Lip  to  Lip  zvhile  we're  young — then  the  Lip  to  the  Glafs,  fa,  la,  &c. 

But  now,  Mr.  Peachum,  to  our  Bufinefs. If  you  have  Blacks 

of  any  kind,  brought  in  of  late  ;  Mantoes — Velvet  Scarfs 

Petticoats — Let  it  be  what  it  will — I  am  your  Chap — for  all 
my  Ladies  are  very  fond  of  Mourning. 

Peach.   Why,  look  ye,  Mrs.  Dye you  deal   fo  hard   with 

us,  that  we  can  afford  to  give  the  Gentlemen,  who  venture  their 
Lives  for  the  Goods,  little  or  nothing. 

Trapes.  The  hard  Times  oblige  me  to  go  very  near  in  my 
Dealing. — To  be  fure,  of  late  Years  I  have  been  a  great  Sufferer 
by  the  Parliament. — Three  thoufand  Pounds  would  hardly  make 

me  amends. The  Act  for  deftroying  the  Mint,  was  a  fcvere 

Cut  upon  our  Bufinefs 'Till  then,  if  a  Cuftomcr  ifept  out 

4  of 
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of  the  way —  we  knew  where  to  have  her  — No  doubt  you  know 

Mrs.  Comer there's  a  Wench  now  ('till  'to-day)  with  a  good 

Suit  of  Clothes  of  mine  upon  her  Back,  and  I  could  never  fet 

Eyes  upon  her  for  three  Months  together. Since  the  A£f.  too 

ao-ainft  Imprifonment  for  fmall  Sums,  my  Lofs  there  too  hath 
been  veryconfiderable,and  it  muft  be  To,  when  a  Lady  can  borrow 
a  handfom  Petticoat,  or  a  clean  Gown,  and  I  not  have  the  leaft 
Hank  upon  her!  And,  o'myConfcience,now-a-days  moftLadies 
take  a  Delight  in  cheating,  when  they  can  do  it  with  Safety. 
-  Peach.  Madam,  you  had  a  handfom  Gold  Watch  of  us  t'other 
Day  for  feven  Guineas. — Conftderingwe  muft  have  our  Profit.— 
To  a  Gentleman  upon  the  Road,  a  Gold  Watch  will  be  fcarce 
worth  the  taking. 

Trapes.  Confider,  Mr.  Peachum,  that  Watch  was  remarkable,  and 
not  of  very  fafe  Sale. — If  you  have  any  black  Velvet  Scarfs — they 
are  a  handfom  Winter-wear,  and  take  with  moft  Gentlemen  who 

deal  with  my  Cuftomers. Tis  I  that  put  the  Ladies  upon  a 

o-ood  Foot.  'Tis  not  Youth  or  Beauty  that  fixes  their  Price.  The 
(Gentlemen  always  pay  according  to  their  Drels,  from  half  a 
Crown  to  two  Guineas  ;  and  yet  thofe  Huffies  make  nothing  of 

bilkino-  of  me. Then  too,  allowing  for  Accidents.- 1  have 

eleven  fine  Cuftomers  now  down  under  the  Surgeon's  Hands- — - 
what  with  Fees  and  other  Expences,  there  are  great  Goings-out, 
and  no  Comings  in,  and  not  a  Farthing  to  pay  for  at  leaft  a  Month's 
Clothing;. We  run  great  Rifques — great  Rifqifes  indeed. 

Peach.  As  I  remember,  you  faid  fomething  juft  now  of 
"Mrs.  Coaxer. 

Trapes.  Yes,  Sir. — To  be  furel  ftript  her  of  a  Suit  of  my  own 
Clothes  about  two  Hours  ago;  and  have  left  her  as  fhe  mould  be, 
in  her  Shift,  with  a  Lover  of  hers  at  my  Houfe.  She  call'd  him 
up  Stairs,  as  he  was  going  to  Mary-hone  in  a  Hackney  Coach. — 
And  I  hope,  for  her  own  fake  and  mine,  fhe  will  perfuade  the  Cap- 
tain to  redeem  her,  for  the  Captain  is  very  generous  to  the  Ladies. 

Lock.  What  Captain  ? 

Trapes.  He  thought  I  did  not  know  him — -■-An  intimate  Ac- 
quaintance of  yours,  Mr.  Pcachum—  Only  Captain  frlocheath — 
as  fine  as  a  Lord, 

Peach.  To-morrow,  dear  Mrs.  Dye,  you  {hall  fet  your  own 

Price  upon  any  of  the  Goods  you  like We  have  at  leaft  half  a 

Dozen  Velvet  Scarfs,  and  all  at  your  Service.  Will  you  give  me 
leave  to  make  you  a  Prefent  of  this  Suit  of  Night-clothes  ior  your 
own  wearing;?. But  are  you  fure  it  is  Captain  Macheath. 

Trapes.  Though  he  thinks  I  have  forgot  him ;  no  body  knows 
him  better.  I  have  taken  a  great  .deal  of  the  Captain's  Money 
in  my  Time  at  fecond-hand,  for  he  always  lov'd  to  have  his  Ladies 
well  drelt.  .  Pmh' 
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Peach.  Mr.  Lockit  and  I  have  a  little  Bufinefs  with  the  Cap- 
tain ; You  underftand  me and  we  will  fatisfy  you  for 

Mrs.  Coaxer's  Debt. 

Lock.  Depend  upon  it we  will  deal  like  Men  of  Honour. 

Trapes.  I  don't  enquire  after  your  Affairs fo  whatever  hap- 
pens, I  wafh  my  Hands  on't It  hath  always  been  my  Maxim, 

that  one  Friend  mould  affile  another But  if  you  pleafe — I'll 

take  one  of  the  Scarfs  home  with  me.  'Tis  always  good  to  have 
fomething  in  Hand. 


SCENE     VII. 

Lucy. 


Newgate. 


Jealoufy,  Rage,  Love  and  Fear  are  at  once  tearing  me  to  pieces, 
How  I  am  weather-beaten  and  fhatter'd  with  Diltreffes  ! 

AIR  XL VII.     One  Evening,  having  loft  my  Way,  &c.         <3       "  / 

-  -«-g-    1  'i\r*.       p  -  ^^ 
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I'm  like  a  Skiff" on  the  Ocean  to/?, 

Now  high,  nozv  low,  -with  each  Billotv  born, 
With  her  Rudder  broke,  and  her  Anchor  hjly 
Dcjerted  and  all  forlorn. 
While  thus  I  lie  rolling  and  to/Jing  all  Night, 
That  Polly  lies  Jpor ting  on  Seas  of  Delight  ! 
Revenge,  Revenge,  Revenge, 
Shall  appeafe  my  reliefs  Spirit, 
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I  have  the  Rats-bane  ready. — I  run  no  Rifque  ;  for  I  can  Jay  her 
Death  upon  the  Ginn,  and  fo  many  die  of  that  naturally  that  I 
fhall  never  be  call'd  in  queftion. — But  fay,  I  were  to  be  hang'd. 

1  never  could  be  hang'd  for  any  thing  that  would   give  me 

greater  Comfort,  than  the  poifoning  that  Slut. 

Enter  Filch. 

Filch.  Madam,  here's  Mifs  Polly  come  to  wait  upon  you; 
Lucy.  Show  her  in. 


i r-n 


SCENE 


VIII. 


Lucy,  Polly. 

Lucy.  Dear  Madam,  your  Servant.- 1  hope  you  will  pardon 

my  Paffion,  when  I  was  fo  happy  to  fee  you  laft.- —I  was  fo 

over-run  with  the  Spleen,  that  I  was  perfectly  out  of  myfelf. 
And  really  when  one  hath  the  Spleen,  every  thing  is  to  be  excus'd 
by  a  Friend. 

AIR  XL VIII.  Now  Roger,  I'll  tell  thee  becaufe  thou'rt  my  Son. 


^^'0^^Mkg%f*^& 
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JVhen  a  Wife's  in  her  Pout, 

(  As  Jhe's  fometiines,  no  doubt ;) 
The  good  Husband  as  meek  as  a  Lamb, 

Her  Vapours  to  JIM, 

Firjl  grants  her  her  Will, 
And  the  quieting  Draught  is  a  Dram.     Poor  Man  ! 
And  the  quieting  Draught  is  a  Dram. 
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« — I  wifh  all  our  Quarrels  might  have  fo  comfortable  a  Re- 
conciliation. 

Polly.  I  have  no  Excufe  for  my  own  Behaviour,  Madam,  but 

my  Misfortunes. And  really,  Madam,  1  fuffer  too  upon  your 

Account. 

Lucy.  But,  Mifs  Polly in  the  way  of  Friendship,  will  you 

give  me  leave  to  propofe  a  Glafs  of  Cordial  to  you  ? 

Polly.  Strong-Waters  are  apt  to  give  me  the  Head-ache 

I  hope,  Madam,  you  will  excufe  me. 

Lucy.  Not  the  greateft  Lady  in  the  Land  could  have  better  in 

her  Clofet,  for  her  own  private  drinking. You  feem  mighty 

low  in  Spirits,  my  Dear. 

Polly.  I  am  forry,  Madam,  my  Health  will  not  allow  me  to 

accept  of  your  Offer. 1  fhould  not  have  left  you  in  the  rude 

manner  I  did  when  we   met   laft,  Madam,  had    not   my  Papa 

haul'd   me  away    fo   unexpectedly 1  was  indeed  fomewhat 

provok'd,  and  perhaps  might  ufe  fome  Expreffions  that  were  dif- 

refpectful. But  really,  Madam,  the  Captain  treated  me  with. 

fo  much  Contempt  and  Cruelty,  that  I  deferv'd  your  Pity,  rather 
than  your  Refentment. 

Lucy.  But  fince  his  Efcape,  no  doubt  all  Matters  are  made  up 

again.- Ah  Polly  !  Polly  !  'tis  I  am  the  unhappy  Wife;  and 

he  loves  you  as  if  you  were  only  his  Miftrefs. 

Polly.  Sure,  Madam,  you  cannot  think  me  fo  happy  as  to  bs^ 

the  object  of  your  Jealoufy. A  Man  is  always  afraid  of  a 

Woman  who  loves  him  too  well fo  that  I  muft  expect:  to  be 

neglected  and  avoided. 

Lucy.  Then  our  Cafes,  my  dear  Polly?  are  exactly  alike.  Both 
of  as  indeed  have  been  too  fond. 
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Polly.   A  Curfe  attend  that  Woman's  Love, 

Wl)o  always  would  be  pleafmg. 
Lucy.    The  Pertnefs  of  the  billing  Dove^ 

Like  Tickling,  is  but  teazing. 
Polly.    What  then  in  Love  can  Woman  do  : 
Lucy.        If  we  grow  fond  they  flmn  us. 
Polly.    And  when  we  fly  them,  they  purfue  .* 
Lucy.        But  leave  us  ivhen  they've  won  us. 

Lucy.  Love  is  fo-very  whimfical  in  both  Sexes,  that  it  is  im- 
pofiible  to  belafting. — But  my  Heart  is  particular,  and  contradicts 
my  own  Obfervation. 

Polly.  But  really,  Miftrefs  Lucy,  by  his  lad  Behaviour,  I  think 

I  ought  to  envy  you. When  I  was  forc'd  from  him,  he  did 

not  £hew  the  leaft  Tendernefs, But  perhaps,  he  hath  a  Heart 

not  capable  of  it. 


A  I  R 
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AIR    L.     Would  Fate  to  me  Belinda  give. 
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Jniong  the  Men,   Coquettes,  we  find, 
Who  court  by  turns  all  Woman-kind ; 
And  we  grant  all  their  Hearts  deftrd, 
•When  they  are  flatter 'd,  and  admir'd. 

The  Coquettes  of  both  Sexes  are  Self-lovers,  ami  that  is  a  Love 
no  other  whatever  can  difpoflefs.  I  hear,  my  dear  Lucy,  our 
^Husband  is  one  of  thofe. 

Lucy.  Away  with  thefe  melancholy  Reflections, indeed,  my 

dear  Polly,  we  are  both  of  as  a  Cup  tco  low.' Let  me  prevail. 

upon  you  to  accept  of  my  Offer. 

AIR    LI.     Come,  fweet  Lafs.  si// 


Come,  fweet  Lafs, 
Lei's  banijh  Sorrow 
'Till  To-morrow ; 
Come,  fweet  Lafs, 
l.ei's  take  a  chirping  Glafi. 
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Wine  can  clear 
The  Vapours  of Defpair 
And  make  us  light  as  Air  % 
Then  drink,  and  banijh  Care. 

I  can't  bear,  Child,  to  fee  you  in  fuch  low  Spirits.— And  I  mufl 
perfuadeyou  to  what  I  know  wiiido  you  good.— Ifball  now  foon 
be  even  with  the  hypocrytical  Strumpet.  [Aftde, 


E       N       E 
folly. 


IX. 


All  this  Wheedling  of  Lucy  cannot  be  for  nothing.* — At  this 
time  too  !  when  I  know  £he  hates  me  .'—The  DifTembling  of  a 

Woman  is  always  the  Forerunner  of  Mifchief. By  pouring 

Strong- Waters  down  my  Throat,  fhe  thinks  to  pump  fome  Se- 
crets out  of  me, I'll  be  upon  my  Guard,  and  won't  tafte 

a  Drop  of  her  Liquor,  I'm  refolv'd. 


SCENE 


X. 

Polly. 


Lucy,  ivith  Strmg- Waters. 

Lucy.  Come,  Mifs  Polly. 

Poly.  Indeed,  Child,  you  have  given  yourfelf  trouble  to  no 
purpofe. You  muft,  my  Dear,  excufe  me. 

Lucy.  Really,  Mifs  Polly,  you  are  as  fqueamifhly  affected  about 
taking  a  Cup  of  Strong- Waters  as  a  Lady  before  Company.  I 
'vow,  Polly,  I  ih all  take  it  monftroufly  ill  ifyou  refufe  me.— Brandy 
and  Men  (though  Women  love  them  ever  fo  well)  are  always 
taken  by  us  with  fome  Reluctance— unlefs  'tis  in  private. 

Polly.  I  proteft,  Madam,  it  goes  againft  me.-- What  do  I 

fee  !  Macheath  again  in  Cuftody  \ —Now  every  Glimm'ring  of 

Happinefs  is  loft.  [Drops  the  Glafs  of  Liquor  on  the  Ground, 

Lucy.  Since  things  are  thus,  I'm  glad  the  Wench  hath  efcap'd: 
for  by  this  Event,  'tis  plain,  {he  was  not  happy  enough  to  defervc 
to  be  poifon'd. 

SCENE 
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SCENE 


XI. 


Lockit,  Macheath,  Peachuin,  Lucy,  Polly. 

Lock.  Set  your  Heart  to  reft,  Captain. You  have  neither 

the  Chance  of  Love  or  Money  for  another  Eicape, for  you 

are  order'd  to  be  call'd  down  upon  your  Trial  immediately. 

Peach.  Away,  Huffies! — This  is  not  a  Time  for  a  Man  to  he 
hamper'd  with  his  Wives. — You  fee,  the  Gentleman  is  in  Chains 
already. 

Lucy.  O  Husband,  Husband,  my  Heart  long'd  to  fee  thee;  but 
to  fee  thee  thus  diftra£ls  me  ? 

Polly.  Will  not  my  dear  Husband  look  upon  his  Polly  f  Why 
hadft  thou  not  flown  to  me  for  Protection  ?  with  me  thou  hadit 
been  fafe. 


A  T  R    LIT.     TJie  laft  time  I  went  o'er  the  Moor.  'f&iAtf//) 
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Polly. 
Lucy. 
Polly. 
Lucy. 
Polly. 
Lucy. 
Polly. 
Lucy. 
Polly. 
Lucy. 
Polly, 


Hither •,  dear  Husband,  turn  your  Eyes, 
Eejlow  one  Glance  to  cheer  me. 

Think  ivitb  that  Look,  thy  Polly  dies, 
O  Jhun  me  not but  hear  me. 

'Tis  Polly  fues. 

"77y  Lucy  /peaks* 


Is  thus  true  Love  requited? 
My  Heart  is  burjling. 
• Mine  too  breaks. 

Mujil 
— —Mi'JI  I  be  /lighted  ? 

F  2 


Mach.. 
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Mach.  What  would  you  have  me  fay,  Ladies  ? You  fe? 

this  Affair  will  foon  be  at  an  end,  without  my  difobliging  either 
of  you. 

Peach.  But  the  fettling  this  Point,  Captain,  might  prevent  a 
Law-Suit  between  your  two  Widows? 

A  I  R    LIIT.     Tern  Tinker's  my  true  Love, 

i 
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Mach.  Which  way  Jhall  I  turn  me How  can  I  decide  ? 

Wives,  the  Day  of  our  Death,  are  as  fend  as  a  Bride. 

One  Wife  is  too  much  for  mofl  Husbands  to  hear> 

But  two  at  a  time  there's  no  mortal  can  hear. 

This  way,  and  that  way,  and  which  way  I  will, 

What  would  comfort  the  one,  f  other  Wife  would  take  ill. 

Polly.  But  if  his  own  Misfortunes  have  made  him  infenfible  to 

mine A  Father  fure  will  be  more  companionate Dear, 

dear  Sir,  finlc  the  material    Evidence,  and  bring  him  off  at  hi$ 
Xfialr— -Polly  upon  her  Knees  begs  it  of  you. 


X*^X 
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AIR    LIV.     I  am  a  poor  Shepherd  undone.  Xy/tr, 

I 


When  my  Heroe  in  Court  appears* 

Andjiands  arraign  d for  his  Life  j 
Then  think  of  poor  Folly'i  Tears  ; 

For  Ah  !  poor  Folly 'j  his  tVife. 

Like  the  Sailor  he  holds  up  his  Handj 

Dijlre/l  on  the  daflring  IFave. 
To  die  a  dry  Death  at  Land, 
Is  as  bad  as  a  watry  Grave. 
And  alas,  poor  Polly  !       .    . 
Alack,  and  well-a-cLy  ! 
Me  fore  I  was  in  Love, 
Oh  !  every  Month  was  May. 

Lucy.  If  Peachum's   Heart  is   h'arden'd  ;  ftife  you,  Sir,  will 

have  more  Companion  on  a  Daughter. 1  know  the  Evidence 

ii  in  your  Power.— — How  then  can  you  be  a  Tyrant  to  me  ? 

\linecling* 
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AIR    LV.     lanthe  the  lovely,  &c. 
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If  hen  he  holds  up  his  Hand  arraign' 'd  for  his  Life, 
O  think  of  your  Daughter ,  and  think  I'm  his  Wife  f 
What  are  Canons,  or  Bombs,  or  clajhing  of  Swords? ', 
For  Death  is  more  certain  by  WitneJJes  Words. 
Then  nail  up  their  Lips  \   that  dread  TJmnder  allay  ; 
And  each  Month  of  my  Life  will  hereafter  be  Ad  ay. 

Lock.-  Macheath's  Time  is  come,  Lucy. We  know  our  own 

Affairs,  therefore  let  us  have  no  more  Whimpering  or  Whining. 

AIR    LVI.     A  Cobler  there  was,  &c. 


^PPp 


Ourf elves,  like  the  Great,  to  fee  we  a  Retreat, 
When  Matters  require  it,  mujl  give  ?tp  our  Gang  : 

And  goad  reef  on  why,  , 

Or,  in/lead  of  the  Fry, 

Ev'n  Peachum  and  I.  Lihe 
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Like  poor  petty  Rafcals>  might  bang,  bang  ; 
Like  poor  petty  Rafcals,  migbt  hang. 

Peach.  Set  your  Heart  at  reft,  Polly." — —Your  Husband  js  to 

die  to-day.- Therefore   if  you  are  not  already  provided,  'tis 

high  time  to  look  about  for  another.  There's  Comfort  for  you, 
you  Slut. 

Lock,  We  are  ready,  Sir,  to  conduct  you  to  the  Old  Baily. 


AIR    LVII.     Bonny  Dundee. 


Mach  •  The  Charge  is  prepared ;  the  Lawyers  are  met, 
The  Judges  all  rang'd  (a  terrible  Show  ! ) 

I  go,  undifmayd. For  Death  is  a  Debt, 

A  Debt  on  Demand. So  take  what  I  owe. 

Then  farewel,  my  Love   ""•'Dear  Charmers,  adieu. 
Contented  I  die — ■ — 'Tis  the  better  for  you. 
Mere  ends  all  Difpntes  the  rejl  of  our  Lives, 
For  this  way  at  once  1  pleafe  all  my  Wives. 

Now,  Gentlemen,  I  am  ready  to  attend  you. 


E      N      E 


XII. 


Lucy,  Polly,  Filch. 
Polly.  Follow  them,  Filch,  to  the  Court.  And  when  the  Trial 
is  over,  bring  me  a  particular  Account  of  his  Behaviour,  and  of 
every  thing  that  happen'd — You'll  find  me  here  with  Mifs  Lucy, 
[Exit  Filch.]  But  why  is  all  this  Mufick  ? 

Lucy!  The  Prifoners,  whofe  Trials  are  put  ofF'till  next  Seflion, 
are  diverting  themfelves, 

F  4  Polly. 
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Polly.  Sure  there  is  nothing  fo  charming  as  Mufick!  I'm  fond 

of  it  to  Diftra&ion  ! But  alas  !— = — now,  all  Mirth  feems  an 

Infult  upon  my  Affliction. Let  us  retire,  my  dear  Lucy,  and 

indulge  our  Sorrows. The  noify  Crew, you  fee, are  coming 

upon  us.  [Exeunt. 

A  Dance  of  Prifoners  in  Chains,  &c. 
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SCENE     XIII.     fhe  Condemn'd  Hold. 

Macheath,    in    a    melancholy    Pofiure. 
A  I  R  LVIII.    Happy  Groves. 


0  cruel,  cruel,  cruel  Cafe  I 
Mujl  1  fuffer  this  Difgrace  ? 

AIR  LIX.    Of  all  the  Girls  that  are  fo  fmart. 


Of  all  the  Friends  in  time  of  Grief, 
IVhen  threatning  Death  looks  grimmer ', 

Net  one  fo  f ure  can  Lying  Relief, 
As  this  bejl  Friend,  a  Brimmer. 

AIR    LX.     Britons  ftrike  home. 


[Drinks. 


ffl^ffii 


Since  I  mujl  fiving, — I  fcorn,  I '  fcorn  to  wince  or  whine.       [Rifes, 


A  I  R 
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A  I  R    LXI.     Chevy  Chafe. 


0l^0^m 


But  now  again  my  Spirits  fink  ; 

I'll  raife  them  high  with  Wine.        [Drinks  a  Glafs  of  Wine. 

AIR    LXII.     To  old  Sir  Simon  the  King. 


^^^P^a^^ 


But  Valour  thejlronger  grows, 

The  ftronger  Liquor  we'er  drinking  ; 

And  hozu  can  we  feel  our  Woes, 

When  we've  lojl  the  Trouble  of  Thinking  P 

A  i  R    LXIII.     Joy  to  Great  Carfar. 


[Drinks. 


ty/i7Z<> 


If  thus- 


-A  Man  can  die 


Much  bolder  with  Brandy.    [Pours  out  a  Bumper  of  Brandy. 
A  I  R    LXIV.     There  was  an  old  Woman. 


I  "DTD 

So  I  drink  of  this  Bumper. And  now  I  canfand  the  Tefl. 

And  my  Comrades  flmllfee^  thai  I  die  as  brave  as  the  Be  ft. 

[Drinks. 

AIR 
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AIR  LXV*     Did  you  ever  hear  of  a  gallant  Sailor. 


^M^ 


But  can  I  leave  my  pretty  HuJJies, 
Without  one  Tear,  or  tender  Sigh  ? 


AIR    LXVI.    Why  are  mine  Eyes  ftill  flowing. 


WmsB^m 
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Their  Eyes,  their  Lips,  their  BuJJes 
Recall  my  Love,  ■  'Ah  mujl  I  die  f 

AIR   LXVII.    Green  Sleeves. 


Since  Laws  zvere  made  for  ev'ry  Degree, 
To  curb  Vice  in  others,  as  well  as  me, 
I  wonder  we  han't  better  Company, 

Upon  Tyburn  Tree  ' 
But  Gold  from  Laiv  can  take  out  the  Sting  ; 
And  if  rich  Men  like  us  were  to  fwing, 
'Twou'd  thin  the  Land^  fuch  Numbers  to  firing 

Upon  Tyburn  Tree  ! 

Jailor.  Some  Friends  of  yours5  Captain?  defire  to  be  admitted 
1 1  leave  you  together. 


SCENE 
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SCENE        XIV. 

Macheath,  Ben  Budge,  Matt  of  the  Mint. 

Mach.  For  my  having  broke  Prifon,  you  fee,  Gentlemen,  I  arp 
order'd  immediate  Execution. — The  Sheriff's  Officers,  I  believe, 

are  now  at  the  Door. That  "Jemmy  Twitcber  fhould  peach  me, 

I  own  furpris'd  me  !  ■ 'Tis  a  plain  Proof  that  the  World  is  all 

alike,  and  that  even  our  Gang  can  no  more  ti  uft  one  another  than 
other  People.  Therefore,  I  beg  you,  Gentlemen,  look  well  to 
yourfelves,  for  in  all  probability  you  may  live  fome  Monthslonger. 

Matt.  We  are  heartily  forry,  Captain,  for  your  Misfortune. — • 
But  'tis  what  we  muft  all  come  to. 

Mach.  Peachum  and  Lockit,  you  know,  are  infamous  Scoun- 
drels.    Their  Lives  are  as  much  in  your  Power,  as  yours  are  in 

theirs. Remember  your  dying  Friend  ! 'Tis  my  laft  Re- 

queft. Bring  thofe  Villains  to  the  Gallows  before  you,  and 

1  am  fatisfied. 

Matt.  We'll  do't. 

Jailor.  Mifs  Polly  and  Mifs  Lucy  intreat  a  Word  with  you. 

Mach.  Gentlemen,  adieu. 


SCENE        XV. 

Lucy,  Macheath,  Polly. 

Mach.  My  dear  Lucy My  dear  Polly Whatfoever  hath 

pafs'd  between  us  is  now  at  an  end if  you  are  fond  of  marry- 
ing again,  the  beft  Advice  I  can  give  you,  is  to  Ship  yourfelves  oft 
for  the  IVeJl-fadieS)  where  you'll  have  a  fair  Chance  of  getting 
a  Husband  a- piece,  or  by  good  Luck,  two  or  three,  as  you  like 
beft. 

Polly.  How  can  T  fupport  this  Sight ! 

Lucy.  There  is  nothing  moves  one  fp  much  as  a  great  Man  rn 
Diftrefs, 

A  I  R 
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AIR    LXVIII.     All  you  that  raufi  take  a  Leap,  fefa 
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Lucy.    Would  I  jmght  be  hangd  f 

folly. -And  I  would fo  too  ! 

Lucy.    To  be  hangd  with  you. 

■My  Dear,  with  you. 


Polly. 

Mach.  0  leave  me  to  Thought  /  I  fear  !  I  doubt ! 

1 tremble  !  I  droop  ! — > — Sie,  my  Courage  is  out. 

[Turns  up  the  empty  Bottie. 
Polly.    No  Token  of  Love  t 

Mach. ■ — ; ~—See,  my  Courage  is  out. 

[Turns  up  the  empty  Pot. 
Ldcy.    Na  'Token  of  Love  ? 

'  Polly.    1 — ■■ -Adieu. 

Lucy.   — i -■  Fareivell. 

Mach.  But  hark  !  I  hear  the  Toll  of  the  Bell. 
Chorus.       To!  de  rol.lol,  Sic. 

Jailor.  Four  Women  more,  Captain,  with  a  Child  apiece  f 
See,  here  they  come.  [Enter  Women  and  Children. 

Mach.  What four  Wives  more!- This  is  too  much — - 

Here tell  the  Sheriff's  Officers  I  am  ready. 

[Exit-  Macheath  guarded. 

SCENE 
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SCENE 


XVI. 


To  them,  Enter  Player  and  Beggar. 

Play.  But,  honeft  Friend,  I  hope  you  don't  intend  that  Mae* 
heath  fliall  be  really  executed. 

Beg.  Moft  certainly,  Sir. — To  make  the  Piece  perfect,  I  was 
for  doing  ftrict  poetical  Juftice. — Macheath  is  to  be  hang'd ;  and 
for  the  other  Perfonages  of  the  Drama,  the  Audience  muft  have 
fuppos'd  they  were  all  either  hang'd  or  tranfported. 

Play.  Why  then,  Friend,  this  is  a  downright  deep  Tragedy.  The 
Cataftrophe  is  manifeftly  wrong,  for  an  Opera  muft  end  happily. 

Beg.  Yoilr  Objection,  Sir,  is  very  juft,  and  is  eafily  remov'd. 
For  you  muft  allow,  that  in  this  Icind  of  Drama,  'tis  no  matter 
how  abfurdly  things  are  brought  about~-r-So — you  Rabble  there — 
fun  and  cry,  A  Reprieve  !— rlet  the  Prifoner  be  brought  back  to 
his  Wives  in  Triumph. 

Play.  All  thiswemuftdo,tocomply  with  the  Tafle  of  the  Town. 

Beg.  Through  the  whole  Piece  you  may  obferve  fuch  a  Similir- 
tude  of  Manners  in  high  and  low  Life,  that  it  is  difficult  to  deter- 
mine whether  (in  the  fafhionable  Vices)  the  fine  Gentlemen  imi- 
tate the  Gentlemen  of  the  Road,  or  the  Gentlemen  of  the  Road 
the  fine  Gentlemen. — HadthePlay  remained,  as  lat  firftintended, 
it  would  have  carried  a  moft  excellent  Moral.  'Twould  have 
fliewn  that  the  lower  Sort  of  People  have  their  Vices  in  a  degree 
as  well  as  the  Rich  :  And  that  they  are  punifh'd  for  them. 


SCENE        XVII. 
To  them,  Macheath  with  Rabble,   tefc. 

Mach.  So,  it  feems,  I  am  not  left  to  my  Choice,  but  muft  have 
-Look  ye,  my  Dears,  we  will  have  no  Con- 


3  Wife  at  laft. 

troverfy  now.    Let  us  give  this  Day  to  MirtSj  and  I  am  fure  flie 

who  thinks  herfelf  my  Wife  will  teftify  her  Joy  by  a  Dance* 

Ml.  Come,  a  Dance  —  a  Dance. 

Mach.  Ladies,  I    hope   you    will  give  me  leave  to  prefent  a 
Partner  to  each  of  you.  And  (if  I  may  without  Offence)  for  this 

time,  I  take  Polly  for  mine. And  tor  Life,  you  Slut, — for  we 

were  really  marry 'd. — As  for  the  reft.— But  at  prefent  keep  your 

pvvn  Secret,  [To  Polly. 

A    DANCE. 

A       I       iV. 
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2&&      ^  I  R    LXIX>     Lumps  of  Pudding,  &c. 


C/wiiw 


Tlius  1 Jland  like  the  Turk,  7^7£  <5«  Doxies  around  5 
.Frara  all  Sides  ibeir  Glances  his  PaJJion  confound; 
For  Black,  Brown*  and  Fair,  his  Incorfancy  burnsy 
And  the  different  Beauties  fubdae  him  by  turns  : 
Each  calls  forth  her  Charms  to  provoke  his  Dejtres  : 
Though  willing  to  all,  with  but  one  he  retires. 
But  think  of  this  Maxim,  and  put  off  your  Sorrow% 
The  Wretch  of  To-day,  may  be  happy  To-morrow* 
Chorus.  But  think  of  this  Maxim,  &c. 

FINIS. 


